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An  Explanation  of  the  Cant. 
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M  '  N/7  /«0r 

A  Lfatia,  White- fryers. 

Trig,  Prigjler .  Pert  Coxcombs. 

Bubble,  Caravan*  The  Cheated. 

Sealer,  Cne  that  gives  Ronds  and  Judgments  for  Goods  and  Money*-. 
A  Putt.  One  who  is  eafilv  whcadled  and  cheated. 

Ccale ,  Ready,  Rhino ,  Darby,  Ready  money, 

Rhinocerical,  Full  of  money. 

Guineas. 

Smelts .  Half- Guineas, 

Dera*.  A  Crown  piece. 

George,  A  Half-Crown, 
iftg.  A  Shilling. 

Sice.  Six- pence. 

Scout,  A  Watch. 


(Ji  %  4/J-  , 


Sevc- 


„ . M'Jjj.r 

Tattler.  An  Alarm,  or  Striking  Watch,  • 

F amble.  A  Ring. 

Porker ,  Tilter.  A  Sword. 

Rumm  Nab.  A  good  BeaveF^  * 

Rigging.  Cloathes. 

Blowing,  Natural,  Convenient,  Tackle,  Buttock,  Bure  Purefl  pure. 

ral  Names  for  a  Miftrefs,  .or  rather  a  W  hore.  ' 

To  Equip.  To  furnifh  one;/  v  ; 

A  Bolter  of  White. fryers.  One  that  does  but  peep  out  of  White-fryer, ,  and 
retire  again  like  a  Rabbit  out  of  his  hole. 

To  luggcut.  To  draw  a  Sword. 

To  Scamper y  to  rubb ,  to  fcowre.  To  run  away. 

Bovsfy.  Drtmfcv - -  - 

Char,  Very  Drunk.-  ~  . .  . 

Smcaky.  Jealous. 

Sharp.  Subtle. 

A  Sharper,  A  Cheat.  .  -j  '_  ^  v  ... 

A  Tattmonger.  A  Cheat  at  Dice. 

Tatts.  Falfe  Dice.  .  ...  f 

The  potter.  A- par  Ocular-  falfe*  Die/  vvhich'will 
Chance^  \  ?  ,  \  ~ 

frog.  Meat,. 


run  but  two  or  three 


To  the  Earl  of  >md/iMMU/cx,  See. 


My  Lord, 

X  Having  haq  the  Hpnour  tohave  liv:d fo  ntxmy  years 
JL  in  Tour  Lordjhips  favour ,  and  to  have  been  always 
exceedingly  oblig’d  by  Tour  Lordjhip,  ought  to  be  glad 
of  any  opporttunity  of  Publijhing  my  Gratitude.  And 
the  offering  this  Comedy  to  Tour  Lordjhip  may  not  per¬ 
haps  be  thought  an  improper  occaftoh  of  doing  it  5  for 
the  firji  Ad  of  it  was  mitten  at  Copt- Hall ;  and  Tour 
Lordjhips  Approbation  of  it  ( whofe  Wit  and  Judgment 
have  ever  been  unquejiiond',encourag  d.apd  infpird me  to 
go  oniWhenl  had  finijhed  it , which  was  in  a  Months  time. 
Tour  Lordjhip, upon  theperufal  of  the  whole,  was  pie  aid 
to  fay  thatyou  thought  it  a  trup,  and  diverting  Comedy. 

This,  I  niuft'  conjefs ,  made  me  hope  for  fpccefs  upon 
the  Stage ,  which  it  met  with,  but  fo  great,  as  was  above 
my  expectation-  (in  this  Age  which  has  run  vi ad  after 
Farces )  no  Copiedy ,  for  thefe.  mapyyearJjhavingfdTd  the 
Theatre  fo  lo.ng\together\^And,ffFp4:yhe  -great  Honour 
to  find  fo  many  friends ^  that  theHoufe  was  never  fo  full 
fince  it  was  built ,  as  upon  the  third  day  of  this  Play , 
apdvaft  ntfnffen  went  away,  that  coidd'jiot  he  admitted. 

This  exyrqQrdln'ary  fuccpfsjjhe  more  emboldens  me 
to  lay  the  PlayyfoTo'ur  Lordfoips  feet  ^  'ih  whpfpjerviie, 
I  jhould be  glad  to  employ  my  whole  Life,  - 

I  fhall  not ,  according  to  the  Cuftom  of  Dedications, 
make  a  long  Panegyricf  t°  Tour  Lordjhip ,  tb  fupetjlu- 

/;  ?  :  Z'C.ti: :  •  ■LUO  .  Ci'j 
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The  EpifUe  Dedicatory. 

ous  and  impertinent,  to  praife  him  whom  all  men  [peak, 
well  of,  and  of  whom  I  never  heard  any  man  /peak.  ill : 
Tour  Lordjhip  is  the  Favourite  of  Mankind]  -  and  Tou 
Jeferve  to  be  fo ,  for  Tou  are  ever  obliging. ,  and feels 
ing  out  occaftonsof  doing  good,  and  exerting  Tour  Cha¬ 
rity  and  Generofity,  in  which  Tou  never  lofe  a  day. 

Imujl  acknowledge  my  felf  infinitely  oblig’d'  to  Tour 
Lordjhip  every  way  3  but  particularly,  that  1  have  the 
freedom  of  being  receiv’d  as  one  of  Tour  Family  at  Cope- 
hall  3  where  not  only  the  excellence  of  the  Air,  and  re¬ 
gularity  of  Living  contribute  to  my  Health,  but  I  have 
the  Honour  of  enjoying  the  converfation  which  in  all  the 
World  I  would  chufe. 

It  is  to  me, and  it  muft  needs  be  to  aU  who  wijh  Tour  Lord- 
Jhip  well,  an  extraordinary  fatisf addon  to  obferve  that  Tou 
have  laid  fo  certain  a  foundation  of  folid  happinefs ,  for 
all  the  remaining  part  of  Tour  Life  -yin  retiring  from  all 
the  unfat isfy ing  pie  a  fares,  and  noifie  troubles  of  the  Town, 
tofofweet  a  place,  with  fo  admirable  a  Lady,  who  in 
Beauty  is  exceeded  by  none,  and  has  all  thoje  qualities  of 
mind  be  fide  s,  which  ferve  to  make  an  excellent  Lady, 
an  extraordinary  Governefs  of  a  Family ,  and  an  incompa¬ 
rable  Wife  3  whofe  Fruitfulnefs  is  like  to  blefs  Tour  Lord- 
jhip  with  a  Beauteous,  Noble,  and  Numerous  Ijfue.  And' 
may  Tour  Lordjhip  and  She  long  enjoy  one  another,  and  all 
the  Bleffings  Tou  Tour  felves  can  imagine  or  defire.  I  am3 

-  My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfliips  Moft  Humble  Servant, 

T  HO.  SNA  DWELL, 


PROLOGUE, 

To  the  Squire  of  Alfatia.  Spoken  by  Mr.  Mount  fort. 

HOw  have  we  in  the  /pace  of  one  poor  Age, 

Beheld  the  Rife  and  Dowrfal  of  the  Stage  ! 

When,  with  our  King  reftord,  it  firft  arofe , 
they  did  each  day  feme  good  old  Play  expofe ; 

And  then  it  flouriftld  .■  Till,  with  Manna  tir’d , 

For  wholefome  Food  ye  naufeous  Trafh  defir’d : 

Then  rofe  the  whiffling  Scribblers  of  thofe  days, 

Who  fence  have  liv’d' to  bury  all  their  Plays  ;  . 

And  had  their  ijfue  full  as.  num’rous  been 
As  Priams,  they  the  Fate  of  all  had  feen. 

With  what  prodigious  fcarcity  of  Wit 
Did  the  new  Authors  flarve  the  hungry  Pit  ? 

Infected  by  the  French,  you  muft  have  Rhime, 

Which  long ,  to  pie afe  the  Ladies  ears ,  did  chime. 

Soon  after  this  came  Ranting  Fujlian  in, 

And  none  but  Plays  upon  the  fret  were  feen : 

Such  Roaring  Bombaft  fluff,  which  Fops  would  praife, 
tore  our  led  Alters  Lungs,  cut  Jhort  their  days- 
Some  in  fmall  time  did  this  diftemper  kill,  1 
And  had  the  favage  Authors  gone  on  ft  ill,  £ 

Puftian  had  been  a  new  Difeafe  i’th’  Bill. 

When  Time, which  all  things  trys, had  laid  Rhime  dead, 

The  vile  V fur  per  Farce  reign’d  in  its ftead. 

Then  came  Machines, brought  from  a  Neighbour  Nation, 

Oh  how  we  fuffer’d  under  Decoration ! 

If  all  this  fluff  has  not  quite  fpoyl’d  your  tafte, 

Pray  let  a  Comedy  once  more  be  grac’d : 

Which  does  not  Monfters  reprefent,  but  Men , 

Conforming  to  the  Rules  of  Mafter  Ben. 

Our  Author,  ever  having  him  in  view. 

At  humble  diftance  would  >his  fteps  purjue. 

He  to  cor  red,  and  to  inform  did  write  t  7 
If  Poets  aim  at  nought  but  to  delight,  y 

Fidlers  have  to  the  Bays  an  equal  right. 


Our  Poet  found  your  gentle  Fathers  kind 
'And  now  fome  of  his  works  your  favour  find. 

Heyll  treat  you  fill  with  fomewkat  that  is  new^ 

But  whether  good  or  had,  he  leaves  to  you. 

Baud y  the  niceft  Ladies  need  not  fear , 

The  quickeff  fancy  fhall  extratt  none  here. 

We  will  not  make  'em  blufh ,  by  which  is  fhown 
How  much  their  bought  Red  differs  from  their  own.. 
No  Fop  no  Beau  fhall  juft  exceptions  make , 

None  but  abandon'd  Knaves  offence  fhall  take  : 

Such  Knaves  as  he  induflrioujly  offend s7 
And  Jhonld  be  very- loth  to  have  his  Friends. 

For  you  who  bring  good  humour  to  the  Flay > 

Well  do  our  heft  to  make  you  laugh  to  day- 


%  K 


Dramatis 


Sir  William  Rdf  end,  A  Gentleman:  of  above  3000  /.  per  annum,  who  in  his 
Mr.  Leigh.  Youth  had  been  a  Spark  of  the  Town ;  but  married 

and  retired  into  the  Country,  where  he  turnd  to 
the  other  extreme,  rigid,  morofe,  moft  fordidly 
covetous;  clown  ifh,  obftinate,  pofitive  and  fi;ow- 
aid. 


Sir JLdward  Be  l fend. 
Mr.  Gujjin. 


Rdfond  Senior. 
Mr,  Jtvin.  -< 


Bel  fond  Junior. 
Mr,  Mcimnjort. 


7ruman. 


His  Brother,  a  Merchant,  who  by  lucky  hits  had 
gotten  a  great  Eftate,  lives  fingle  with  eafe  and 
pleafure,  reasonably  and  virtuoufly.  A  man  of 
great  humanity  and  gentlenefs  and  compalfion  to¬ 
wards  mankind  *,  well  read  in  good  Books,  poffef- 
led  with  all  Gentlemanlike  qualities. 

Eldeft  Son  to  Sir  William,  bred  after  his  Fathers  Ru- 
flick,  fwinifh  manner,  with  great  rigour  and  feve- 
rity  ;  upon  whom  his  Fathers  Eftate  is  entayled  ; 
the  confidence  of  which  makes  him  break  out  into 
open  Rebellion  to  Jiis  Father,  and  become  leud, 
abominably  vicious,  (tubborn  and  obftinate. 

Second  Son  to  Sir  William ,  adopted  by  Sir  Edw.  and 
bred  from  his  Childhood  by  him,  with  all  the  ten- 
dernefs,  and  familiarity,  and  bounty,  and  liberty 
that  can  be  ;  intruded  in  all  the  Liberal  Sciences, 
and  in  all  Gentlemanlike  Education  :  Somewhat  gi¬ 
ven  to  -Women,  and  now  and  then  to  good  fel- 
Icwfhip  ;  but  an  ingenious  ,  well-accompliflvd 
Gentleman  ;  a  man  of  Honour  and  of  excellent  dif- 
pofition  and  temper. 

His  Friend3  a  man  of  Honour  and  Fortune. 


Mr.  Bowman. 

Chi  ally. 

Mr.  Sam  ford. 


Shamwell, 
MtrPowel  Jun. 


A  Rafcal,  who  by  reafon  of  Debts  dares  not  ftir  out 
of  White-fryers,  but  there  inveigles  young  heirs  in 
tail  ;  and  helps  cm  to  Goods  and  Money  upon 
great  difadvantages  ;  is  bound  for  them,  and  (hares 
with  them,  till  he  Undoes  them.  A  leud,  impu¬ 
dent,  debauch’d  fellow,  very  expert  in  the  Cant 
about  the  T own. 

Coufin  to  the  Beljonds ,  an  heir,  who  being  ruin'd  by 
Cheatly ,  is  made  a  Decoy-Duck  for  others  ;  not  da¬ 
ring  to  ftir  out  of  Alfatia.  where  he  lives  ;  is  bound 
with  Cheatly  for  heirs,  and  lives  upon  them,  a  dif- 
(oiute  debauch’d  life. 


Captaift  v 


Captain  Hachm . 
Mr,  Bright 9 


Scrapeall. 
Mr.  Freeman. 


Attorney, 

Mr.  V oTv ell  Sen. 

Lolpoop. 

Mr  •Underhill. 
Termagant. 
■Mr.  Alexander. 
La  Mar. 
Parfon. 
Ruth. 
Mrs.  Cory. 
Terefia. 

Mrs.  Knight . 
Ifabella. 

Mrs.  Mount  ford. 
Lucia , 

Mrs.  Bracegirdle. 


•Mrs.  Termagant. 
Mrs.  BowtelL 


'  i 

Mrs.  Hachim. 
Mrs.  Betty. 
Mrs.  Margaret. 


A  Block-headed  Bully  of  Alfatia ;  a  cowardly,  im¬ 
pudent,  bluiiring  fellow  ;  formerly  a  Serjeant  in 
Flanders ,  run  from  his  Colours,  retreating  into 
White-fryers  tor  a  very  fmall  debt  ;  where,  by  the 
Alfatians  he  is  dubb’d  a  Captain  ;  marries  one  that 
lets  Lodgings,  fells  Cherry-brandy,  and  is  a  Bawd. 

A  hypocritical,  repeating,  praying,  Piulm  fingihg, 
.precife  fellow,  pretending  to  great  piety,  a  godly 
Knave,  who  joyns  with  Cheatly ,  and  (upplys  young 
heirs  with  goods  and  money. 

To  Sir  William  Belfond,  who  lolicits  his  bufmefs,  and 
receives  all  his  Packets. 

A  North  Country  fellow,  fervant  to  Belfond  Senior, 
much  difpleas’d  at -his Matters  proceedings, 

A. Sharper,  Brother  to  Mrs.  Termagant. 

French  Valet  de  Chamhre. 

An  Indebted  Alfatian  Divine. 

A  precife  Governefs  to  Terefia  and  Ifabella. 

Daughter  to  Scrapeall*  in  Love  with,  and  beloved  by 
Truman. 

His  Neece,  in  Love  with,  and  beloved  by  Belfond 
Junior. 

The  Attorneys  Daughter,  a  young,  beautiful  Girl, 
of  a  mild  and  tender  difpofition’ ;  debauch’d  by 
Belfond  Junior. 

A  Negle&ed  Miftrefs  of  Belfond  Junior,  by  whom  he 
has  had  a  Child :  A  furious,  malicious,  and  re¬ 
vengeful  Woman ;  perpetually  plaguing  him,  and 
.crofling  him  in  all  his  dehgns  ;  pursuing  him  conti¬ 
nually  with  her  malice,  even  to  the  attempting  of 
his  Life. 

Wife  to  Captain  Hackum. 

Lolpo&p s  Whore. 

His  Mailers  Whore. 


Tidier  s3  Cenfiabhs3  Tipfaff3  Watch  >  Sergeant  ,&c.  Musketeers ,  Babble }  &c. 


THE 


( 1 ) 


T  H  I 

Squire  of  A  lfatia. 

ACT  I  SCENE  L 


Enter  Belfond  Senior ,  meeting  Shamwell. 

Belf.  Sen.  ^^>|Oufin  Shamwell  well  met  ;  Good  morrow  to  you. 

0  Sham-  Coufm  Belfond  your  humble  Servant:  What  makefr 

you  abroad  fo  early  ?  ’  Fis  not  much  paft  (even. 

Belf.  Sen.  You  know  we  were  Bowfy  laft  night ;  am  a  little  hot-headed 
this  morning,  and  come  to  take  the  frefh  Air  here  in  the  Temple-walks. 

Sham.  Well ;  And  what  do  you  think  of  our  way  ofliving  here  ?  Is  not  rich 
generous  Wine  better  than  your  poor  Hedge-Wine  (turn’d,  or  dull  March- Beer  i 
Are  not  delicate  well-bred,  well-drefs’d  Women  better  than  Dairy-Maids* 
Tenants  Daughters,  or  Barefoot  Strumpets?  Streets  full  of  fine  Coaches,  bet^ 
ter  than  a  Yard  full  of  Dung-Carts  ?  A  Magnificent  Tavern,  than  a  Thatcht 
Ale-houfe  ?  Or  the  Society  of  brave  honeft,  witty,  merry  Fellows,  than  the 
Converfation  of  unthinking  Hunting,  Hawking  Block-heads,  or  HigMhoo’d 
Peafants  and  their  wifer  Cattle  ? 

Belf.  Sen.  O  yes,  a  world  adad.  Ne’re  ftir,  I  could  never  have  thought  there 
had  been  fuch  a  gallant  place  as  London  :  Here  1  can  be  drunk  over  night,  and. 
well  next  morning  Can  ride  in  a  Coach  for  a  Shilling  as  good  as  a  Deputy 
Lieutenants,  and  fuch  merry  Waggs,  and  ingenious  Companions — Well,,  I 
vow  and  fwear,  I  am  mightily  beholding  to  you,  Dear  Coufm  Shamwell.  Then 
for  the  Women  !  Mercy  upon  us,  fo  civil  and  well  bred.  And  III  fwear  up¬ 
on  a  Bible,  finer  all  of  them  than  Knight  Baronejs  Wives  with  us* 

Sham.  And  (o  kind  and  pleafant  ! 

Belf.  Sen.  Ay,  l  vow  pretty  Rogues  !  No  pride  in  them  in  the  World  ;  but 
fo  courteous  and  familiar,  as  I  am  an  honeft  man,  they'll  do  whatever  one 
would  have  them  prefently.  Ah  fwect  Rogues  ;  While  in  the  Country,  a  pies 
take  them,  there’s  fuch  a  ftir  with  pifh,  fy,  nay  Mr.  Timothy,  what  do  you  do? 
I.  vow  111  fqueak,  never  ftir  111  call  out,  ah  hah 

*  B 


Sham 
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Sham.  And  if  one  of  them  happen  to  be  with  Child,  there’s  ftrait  an  uproar 
in  the  Country,  a^4he -Hundred  were  fu’d  for  a  Robbery ! 

Self.  Sen.  Ay  fo  there  is ;  And  i  am  in  that  fear  of  my  Father  befides  adad, 
he’d  knock  me  i’th’  Head  ,  if  he  (hou’d  hear  of  fuch  a  thing  ;  To  fay  truth,  he’s 
fo  terrible  to  nie,  I  can  never  enjoy  myyfelf  for  him.  Lord  /  What  will  he  lay 
when  he  comes  to  know  I  am  Which  he  in 'all  his  life-time  would 

never  fuffer  me  to  fee,  for  fear  I  fhould  be  debauch’d  forfooth  ;  And  allows  me 
little  or  no  money  at  hb'me  neither. 

Sham.  What  matter  what  he  lays  )  Is  not  every  Foot  of  the  Efiate  entail’d 
upon  you  ? 

j Self.  Sen.  Well,  I’ll  enduft  no  longer:  If  I  can  butraife  Money  ;  I’ll  teach 
him  to  ufe  his  Son  like  a  Dog,  I’ll  warrant  him. 

Sham.  You  can  here  want  that;  Take  up  on  theHeverfion  ;  ’Tis  a  lufty 
one  ;  And  Cheaply  will  help  you  to  the  Ready  \  -  And  thou  fhalt  -fhine  and  be  as 
gay  as  any  Spruce  Trigg  that  ever  walk’d  the  Street. 

j Self.  Sen.  Well  ;  adad,  you  are  pleafant  men  ;  and  have  the  neatefb  fayings 
with  you  :  Re-ady,  -and  -Spruce  Trigg,  and -abundance  of  the  prettreft  witty 
words.  —  Rut  fure  that  Mr.  Cheatly  is  as  line  a  Gentleman  as  any  wears  a 

Head :  And  as  ingenious ;  me  r  ftir  I  believe  he  wovld  run  down  the  beft  Scho¬ 

lar  in  Oxford ,  and  put  em  in  a  Moufe-h  ole  with  his  Wit. 

Sham.  In  Oxford !  Ay,  and  in  London  too. 

Belf  Sen.  Godfiookers  Coufin  !  1  always  thought  they  had  been  wittieft  in 

the  llniverftties. 

Sham,  O  fy  Coufin  ;  A  Company  of  Tutu,  me’cr  Putts  ! 

Belf.  Sen.  Tints,  mecr  Tints  ;  very  good  i’il  fvvear,  ha  ha  ha. 

Sham.  They  are  all  Scholar  Boys,  and  nothing  elfe,  as  long  2t  they  live 
there  :  And  yet  they  are  as  confident  as  if  they  knew  every  thing  ;  when  they 
underhand  no  more  beyond  Magdalen- Bridge  than  meex  Indians .  Rut  Cheatly  is 
a  rare  fellow  :  I’ll  (peak  a  bold  word, He  fftall  Cut  a  Sham  or  Banter  with  the  beft 
Wit  or  Poet  of  em  all. 

Belf.  Sen,  Good  agen  ;  Cut  a  Sham ,  or  B'tinter  7  I  (hall  remember  all  thefe 
quaint  words  in  time  ;  But  Mr.  Cheatly s  a  prodigy  that’s  certain. 

Sham.  He  is  fo  ;  and  a  worthy  brave  fellow,  and  the  beft  friend  where  he 
takes,  and  the  raoft  fmcere  ofany  man  breathing: 

Belf.  Sen.  Nay,  I  muft  needs  fay,  I  have  found  him  very  trank,  and  very 
much  a  Gentleman,  and  am  moft  ex,  re  me  iy  obliged  to  him  and  you- for  your 
great  kindnefc. 

&bam.  This  morning  your  Clothes '  and  Liveries  will  come  home,  and  thou 
fhalt  appear  rich  and  fplendid  like  thy  Leif,-  and  the  Mobile-fa  all  worihip  thee. 

Belf.  Sen.  The  'Mobile  !  That’s  pretty.  Enter  Cheatly. 

‘Sweet. Mr  Cheatly,  my  beft  friend,  let  me  embrace  thee. 

**  Cheat.  My  fpri^hdy .  Son  of  Timber'  and  of  Acres  ;  My  noble  Heir  I  Tafu  te 
thee  :  TheG/ds  coming,  and  final  1  be  brought  in  this  morning, 

Bnf.  Sen.  ColeS  AA  hy'tis  Summer,  l  need  no1  firing  now.  Befides,  I  intend 
tot  burn  Joliet'S. 

i&ca;.  My  lufty  Ruftick,  learn  and  be  inftru&ed,  Cole  is  in  the  language  of 
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the  Witty,  Money.  Th  z  Ready,  the  Rhino;  thou  (halt  be  Rhinocerjcal,  my  Latf, 
thou  {halt. 

Belf  Sen ,  Admirable  V  fwear  !  Cole ,  Ready,  Rhino,  Rhinocerical ;  Lord,  how 
long  may  a  man  live  in  ignorance  in  the  Country  i 

Shaw.  Ay  :  But  what  Afies  you’ll  make  of  the  Country  Gentlemen  when  y.ott 
go  amongft  them.  ’Tis  a  Providence  you  are  fain  into  fo  good  hands. 

Belf  Sen.  ’Ti;sa  mercy  indeed.  How;muchO/e,  Ready,  a yA-Rbino  fha]i  (hate  l 

Cheat.  Enough  to  fet  thee  up  to  Spark  it  in  thy  Brothers  face:  And  ore  thou 
{halt  want  the  Ready ,  the  Darby ,  Thou  (halt  make  thy  fruitful  Acres  in  Rever¬ 
sion  to  fly,  And  all  thy  lturdy  Oaks  to.bend  like  Switches !  But  thou  muftfqueeze 
my  Lad:  Squeeze  hard,  anu  Seal  my  Bully .  Skamweti  and  1  are  t@  be  bound: 
with  thee. 

Belf.  Sen.  I  am  mightily  beholding  to  you  both  I  vow.  and  fwear  ;  my  Uncle 
Sir  Echvard  took  my  Brother  when  he  was  a  Child,  and-  Adopted  him  ;  Would 
it  had  been  my  Lot. 

Sham.  He  is  a.Noble  Gentleman,  and  maintains  him  in  Coach  and  Equipage 
fit  for  him. 

Cheat,  Thou  (halt  not  fee  the  Trigg  thy  Brother  t>H  thou  (halt  out-jingle. him 
in  Ready,  out- (bine  him  in  thy  Ornaments  of  Body,  out-fpark  him  in  thy  Coach 
and  Liveries;  and  (halt  be  fo  Efuipt,  that  thou  (halt  dazle  the  whole  Town 
with  thy  Outragious  Splendor. 

Belf.  Sen.  I  vow  his  Tongue  is  rarely  hung.' 

Cheat %  Thy  Brothers  heart  (hall  break  with  Envy  at  thy  Gallantry  :  The  Fops 
and  Beaux  (hall  be  aftonifht  at  thy  brightnefs.  What  Ogling  there  will  be  be¬ 
tween  thee  and  the  Blowings :  Old  ftaring  at  thy  Equipage.  And  every  Buttock 
{hall  fall  down  before  thee. 

Belf.  Sen.  Ha  ha  ha  !  I  vow  you  are  thepleafant’ft  man  I  ever  met  with,  and 
I’ll  fwear  the  beft  friend  1  ever  had  in  my  life  ;  that  I  muft  needs  fay.  I  was.re- 
folv’d  not  to  let  my  Brother  fee  me  till  I  was  in  Circumftances  dee  fee :  And  for 
my  Father  he’s  in  Holland .  My  Mothers  Brother  dy’d  and  left  him  foie  Execu¬ 
tor.  He’ll  not  be  here  thefe  fix  'Weeks. 

Sham .  Well,  when  you  fee  .your  Brother  he’ll  envy  you,  and  rail  at  thoffc 
who  made  y  ou  flourifh  fo.  We  fh all  be  caft.  off 

Belf  Sen.  Gudzookers  Coufin  !  I  take  it  very  unkindly  that  you  fhoUld  fay  fd. 
PH  call  off  all  the  Relations  in  the  World  before  Til  part  with  fuch  true,  filch  - 
loving  friends,  adad.  Enter  Captain  Hackuni, 

O  noble  Captain  Hackum,  your  Servant ;  Servant' Captain. 

Hack.  Your  humble. Trout,  good'  noble  Sqjifre,  you  were  brave  and  bowzy  lafb 
night.;  iYaith  you  were. 

f  Belf.  Sen.  Yes  really,  1  wa  & 'Clear:  For  I  do  not  remember  what  I  did,  or 
Where  1  was  :  Clear ,  Clear  ;  is  not  that  right  ? 

Sham.  Ay  ay:  .'Why,  you  broke  Windows  ;  fcour’d,  broke  open .  a  Houfie  in 
Court ^  and  t  opk  a  pretty  Wench,'  a  tientfomahs  Natural,  aWay  by  force. 

Cheat:  VePwtfTO  :  And'this  Magnanimous  Spark,  This  Thunder-bolt  of  War, 
Captain  Hackum ,  laid  about  him  like  a  Hero,  as  did  fome  other  of  your  friends, 
or  tlfe  the.  Watch  had  maul’d  us;  But  we  made  them  fioure.. 

B  z-  ~  _  Belf  . 
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Belf.  Sen.  Nay  o’ my  Confidence,  theCaptain’3  mighty  Valiant ;  there's  Ter¬ 
ror  in  that  Countenance  and  Whiskers:  He’s  a  very  Scanderherg  incarnate.  And 
now  you  put  me  in  mind,  I  recoiled:  fomewhat  of  this  matter  ;  My  Shoulders 
are  plaguy  fore,  and  my  Arms  black  and  blue  ;  but  where’s  the  Wench,  the 
Natural,  ha  Captain? 

Back.  Ah  Squire,  I  led  her  off.  J  have  her  fafe  for  you. 

Belf.  Sen.  But  does  not  the  Gallant  t  hunder  and  roar  for  her  ? 

Back.  The  Scoundrel  dares  not ;  He  knows  me,  who  never  knew  fear  in  mv 
life  ;  for  my  part  1  love  Magnanimity  and  Honour,  and  thole  things  ;  and  fight¬ 
ing  is  one  of  my  Recreations. 

He  that  wears  a  brave  Soul,  and  dares  honeftly  do. 

Is  a  Herauld  to  himfelf,  and  a  Godfather  too. 

Belf.  Sen.  O  brave  Captain. 

Cheat.  The  Prigfter  lugfd  out  in  defence  of  his  Natural ;  the  Captain  ivhipt  his 
Torker  out,  and  away  rubb’d  Prigfter  and  call’d  the  Watch. 

Belf.  Sen.  Prigfter ,  lugg'd  out.  Natural ,  Porker ,  rubb'd ,  admirable !  This  is  very 
ingenious  Convention;  Y  are  the  pureft  Company  ;  who  wouldnotkeep  Com¬ 
pany  with  the  W  its  ;  Pox  o’  the  Countrey  I  lay. 

Back.  But  Squire  I  had  damn’d  ill  luck  afterwards  :  I  went  up  the  Gaming 
Ordinary,  and  loft  all  my  Ready ;  they  left  me  not  a  Rag  or  Sock  :  Pox  o’  the 
Tatts  Forme  ;  l  believe  they  put  the  DoBor  upon  me. 

Belf  Sen.  Tatts ,  and  Dotlor  !  What’s  that  ? 

Shaw.  The  Tools  of  Sharpers ,  falle  Dice. 

Back.  Hark  you,  prithee  Npble  Squire,  Equipp  me  with  a  Couple  of  Meggs, 
or  two  Couple  of  Smelts. 

Belf  Sen.  Smelts!  What  {hall  we  belpeak  another  Difh  of  Filh  for  our 
Dinner? 

‘  Sham.  No,  no,  Meggs  are  Guineas3  Smelts  are  Half  Guineas-?  He  would  bor¬ 
row  a  Couple  of  Guineas. 

Belf  Sen .  Meggs,  Smelts !  Ha  ha  ha.  Very  pretty  by  my  troth.  And  fo  thou 
{halt,  Dear  Captain  ;  There  arc  two  Meggs ;  and  I  vow  and  fwear  1  am  glad 
1  have  ’em  to  pleafure  you,  adad  I  am. 

Back.  You  are  {b  honeft  a  Gentleman,  Quarrel  every  day,  and  I’ll  be  your 
Second  ;  once  a  day  at  leaft  :  And  I’ll  lay  this  for  you,  There’s  not  a  finer 
Gentleman  this  day  walks  the  Fryars ;  no  difpraife  to  any  Man  let  him  be  what 
he  will. 

Belf  Sen.  Adad  you  make  me  proud,  Sir. 

Enter  Lolpoop. 

O  Lolpoop ,  where  have  you  been  all  this  Morning,  Sirrah? 

Lelp.  Why  ’tis  but  rear  marry,  ’tis  meet  a  bit  paft  Eight:  By’r  Lady  yeow 
Were  fo  fow  drunken  laft  neeght  I  had  thoughten  yeow  wouden  ha  leen  a  Bed 
aw  th’  morn  :  Well,  mine  eyne  ake  a  gazing  up  and  down  on  aw  the  fine  fights; 
but  for  aw  that  fend  me  North  to  my  OWn  County  again. 

Belf  Sen .  Oh  fillv  Rogue:  You  are  only  fit  forCattle*  Gentlemen,  youmuft 
cxcule  him,  he  knows  no  better. 

Lolp * 


Zdlp.  Marry,  better,  quoth  a !  By  th’  Mels,  this  is  a  life  for  the  Ded  :  To  be 
drunken  each  night,  break  Windows,  Roar,  Sing,  and  Swear  i’th  Streets;  go  to 
Loggerheads  with  theConftable.and  the  Watch,  han  Harlots  in  Gold  and  Silver 
Lace ;  Hea’n  blefs  us,  and  fend  me  a  whome  again. 

Self.  Sen.  Peace,  you  fawcy  Scoundrel,  or  Ill  Cudgel  you  to  Pap  ;  Sirrah  do 
not  provoke  me,  1  fay  do  not. 

Lolp .  Ods-fle/h,  where’s  Money  for  aw  this  ?  Yeowft  be  run  agraunt  fooft 
and  you  takken  this  caurfe,  lie  tell  a  that. 

Belf.  Sen .  Take  that  Sirrah  ;  Ill  teach  you'to  mutter:  What  my  Man  be¬ 
come  my  Mafter  ? 

Lolp.  Waunds!  Give  me  ten  times  more,  and  fend  me  whome  agen  at  after; 
What  will  awd  Maafter  fay  to  this  >  I  mun  ne’rfee  the  Face  of  him  I  wot. 

Sham.  Hang  him  Rogue.  Tofs  him  in  a  Blanket. 

Cheat.  Let  me  talk  with  him  a  little.  Come  on  Fellow. 

Lolp.  Talk/  Well,  what  fen  ye? 

Cheatly  bantering.  Your  Mafter  being  in  this  matter, to  deport  his  Counthance 
fomewhat  obliquely^to  fome  principles,  which  others  but  out  of  a  Mature  Gra¬ 
vity  may  have  weigh’d,  and  think  too  heavy  to  be  undertaken;  what  does  it  a- 
vail  you  if  you  fhall  precipitate  or  plunge  your  felf  into  affairs,  as  unfuitab  e  to 
your  Phyfnomy  as  they  are  to  your  Complexion. 

Lolp.  Hah,  what  fen  yeow  ?  Yeow  miftaken  me;  I  am  not  Book-learn’d  :  I 
underhand  a  not. 

Cheat.  No,  ’tis  the  ftrangeft  thing/  Why,  put  the  Cafe  you  are  indebted  to 
me  20  l.  upon  a  Scire  facias :  I  extend  this  up  to  an  Outlawry,  upon  Affidavit 
upon  the  Nifiprius  :  I  plead  to  all  this  matter  Non  eft  inventus  upon  the  Pannel; 
what  is  there  to  be  done  more  in  this  Cafe,  as  it  lies  before  the  Bench,  but  to 
award  out  Execution  upon  the  Toj]e  Comitatus,  who  are  prefently  to  iffue  out 
a  Certiorari. 

Lolp ,  I  underhand  a  little  of  Sizes,  Nifi  prizes,  Affidavi,  Suffurari !  But  by 
theMefs  1  cannot  tell  what  to  mack  of  aw  this  together  not  I. 

Belf.  Sen.  Ha  ha.  Puppy!  Owl !  .  Loggerhead  /  O  filly  Country  Tut  /  Here’s 
a  Trigg  indeed  :  He’ll  ne’er  find  out  what  ’tis  to  Cut  a  Sham  or  Banter  :  Well,  I 
fwear  Sir,  youdo  it  the  beft  of  any  Man  in  the  World. 

Cheat.  No,  no,  1  fwear  not  I. 

Belf.  Sen.  I  proteft  you  do  it  incomparably. 

Cheat.  Nay,  now  you  Complement .  Faith  you  makeme  blufh. 

Lolp.  Sham  and  Banter  are  Heathen  Greek  to  me  :  But  yeow  have  cut  out 
fine  wark  for  your  fel  laft  Neeght ;  I  went  to  fee  the  Haufe  yeow  had  Brocken, 
aw  the  Windows  are  pooddawne.  I  askt  what  was  the  matter,  and  by  the 
Mafs  they  haw  learnt  your  Nam  too  ;  they  faiden  Squire  Belfond  had  done  it, 
and  Ravifh’d  a  Wench  :  and  that  they  hadden  gotten  the  Lord  Chief  Juftice 
Warren  for  you,  and  wooden  bring  a  pawr  of  A&ions  againft  yeow. 

Belf.  Sen .  Is  this  true  ? 

Lolp.  Ay  by  th’Mafs. 

Cheat.  No  matter ;  well  bring  you  off  with  a  wet  finger ;  truft  me  for  that* 

Belf.  Sen .  Dear  Friend,  I  rely  upon  you  for  every  thing. 


Shaw* 
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Sham,  We  value  not  twenty  fuch  things  of  a  rufli. 

Hack .  If  any  of  their  Officers  dare  invade  our  Priviledges,  we>ll  fend  ’em  to 
Hell  without  Bail  or  Mainprize. 

Lolp.  But  1  can  tella  a  wor  news  than  aw  this ;  I  ne’r  faw  flefh  alive,  and  I 
faw  not  your  Father’s  Man  Roger  come  outo’th  Temple-yate  e’en  now.  Your  Fa¬ 
ther’s  in  Town  that's  certain. 

Belfi,  Sen.  How/  my  Father  fay  you  ?  ’Tis  impoflible. 

Cheat.  Courage  my  Heir  in  Tail :  Thy  Fathers  a  poor  fneaking  Tenant  for 
Life ;  thou  (halt  live  better  than  he  can :  And  if  we  do  contract  a  Debt  upon 
thy  dirty  Acres  in  the  North,  I  have  defign’d  for  you  a  fine  young  Lady  with  a 
Twinging  Fortune  to  redeem  all ;  and  ’tis  impoflible  my  Lad  to  mifs  her. 

Belfi  Sen.  Sir,  let  me  embrace  you,  and  love  you  :  Never  Man  embrac’d  a 
better  Friend  /  Amicus  Certus  in  re  incerta.Cernitur ,  as  the  faying  is. 

Lolp.  Sir,  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  one  word  with  yeow  ;  Ods-fldh,  111  die  the  Death 
of  a  Dog,  and  aw  thefe  yeow  feen  here,  be  not  Rogues,  Cheats,  and  Pick¬ 
pockets. 

Belfi.  Sen.  Peace,  y  ou  Rafcal ;  Adad  I  would  not  have  any  of  ’em  hear  for  five 
hundred  pounds ;  you  were  a  dead  Man. 

Lolp .  What  is  the  reafon  they  dare  not  ftir  out  of  this  priviledg’d  place,  but 
on  Sabbath-days. 

Belfi  Sen.  You  Blockhead,  Mr.  Cheatly  had  an  Aldermans  young  Wife  run  a- 
way  with  him,  is  Sued  for’t,  and  is  in  fear  of  a  fubftantial  Jury  of  City  Cuckolds. 
Shamwells  unnatural  Father  lays  wait  for  him,  to  apprehend  him  and  run  him 
into  the  Country.  The  Brave  and  Valiant  Gentleman,  Captain  Hackum ,  who 
is  as  flout  as  a  Lyon,  beat  a  Judges  Son  t’other  day.  And  now  your  Queftions 
are  fully  anfwer’d,  you  Put  you. 

Cheat.  Honeft  Sham  mil,  thou  art  a  rare  fellow  :  Thy  Cozem  here  is  the  weal-- 
thieft  Caravan  we  have  met  with  a  long  time  ;  the  hopefulleft  Sealer  that  ever 
yet  toucht  Wax  among  us:  But  we  muft  take  off  that  evil  Counfellor  of  his. 

Enter  'Tailor  •with  a  Bundle 3  a  Peruke-maker ,  Hat  ter ,  Shooe-maker. 

Sham.  I  warrant  you.  Oh  Cozen,  here’s  your  Tailor,  with  your  Clothes  and: 
Liveries,  Hatter,  Shooe-maker,  Peruke- maker 

Cheat .  All  your  Moveables  together;,  go  into  your  Lodging  and  fit  them  : 
Your  new  Footmen,  and  your  French  Valet  de  Chambre  are  there,  111  wait  on 
you  there  prefently. 

Lolp .  Odsflefh,  here’s  whaint  wark  :  By?r  Lady  this  is  fine  /  W  haw,  whaw  f 

Belfi.  Sen.  Get  you  in,  you  Rogue  ;  An  you  mutter  one  word  more,  adadTli 
mince  you,  Sirrah  :  Weil,  go  in  all  of  you.  Gentle  then,  1  fhall  fee  you  pre¬ 
sently.  Exit. 

Cheat.  Immediately:  Det  us  hug  our  felves,  my  dear  Rafcal,  in  this  adven¬ 
ture,  you  have  done  very  well  to  engage  him  laft  night  in  an  Out- rage  ;  and  we 
muft  take  care  to  put  him  upon  all  the  expence  we  can  :  We  muft  reduce  him 
to  have  as  much  need  of  us  as  poffible. 

Sham.  Thou  arti’th  right :  But  Captain,  where’s  the  Convenient :,  the  Natural  ? 

Hack,  Why  at  my  Houfe  :  my  Wife  has  wrought  her  into  a  good  humour : 
Sheds  very  pretty  •  and  is  now  pleasUto  think  the  Squire  will  be  a  better  Keeper 
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than  her  former ;  for  he  was  but  a  Sharper  3  a  Tatmnger ,  and  when  he  wanted 
Money  would  kick  and  beat  her  moft  immoderately. 

Shaw.  Well :  Pll  fay  that  for  the  Captain’s  Wife,  (he’s  as  good  an  able  Dif- 
creet  Woman  to  carry  on  an  Intrigue,  as  ere  a  Woman  in  the  Fryars !  Nay, 
better. 

'Hath  Your  Servant  good  Mr.  Skamvell ;  lhe’s  a  very  good  Woman  thanks 
be  to  Heaven,  I  have  great  comfort  in  her  ;  flic  has  a  Cup  of  the  belt  Cherry- 
Brandy  in  the  Fryars. 

Sham,  ajide.  And  commonly  a  good  Whore  to  boot :  But  prithee  Captain,  go 
home,  and  let  her  and  the  young  Girl  prepareto  Dine  with  us  ;  we  mud  havca 
great  Dinner,  and  Fidlers  at  the  George ,  to  feafon  the  Squire  in  his  new 
Equipage. 

Hack.  Well,  well,  it  fhall  be  done.  Exit. 

Sham.  You  il  find  this  Fellow  a  necefiary  Tool  in  Confort  with  his  Wife, 
who  is,  indeed,  a  Bawd  of  parts:  He  is  a  good  Ruffian  enough  ;  For  tho*  he  be 
not  ftout,  he’s  impudent,  and  will  roar  and  keep  a  filthy  pother,  which  is  enough 
to  make  Fools  believe  he’s  Rout. 

Cheat.  Let  him,  and  the  frmll  Fry  pick  up  the  Squires  loofe  Crums* 

While  we  fharein  the  lufty  Sums. 

Enter  Scrapeall. 

Oh  here  comes  Mr.  Scrapeall  with  all  his  Zeal ;  our  godly  Accomplice  in  all  de- 
iigns  ;  leave  him  to  me.  Ex.  Sham. 

Oh  Mr.  Scrapeall !  Have  you  brought  the  Money  for  the  Squire  f 

Scrap.  1  come  to  tell  you  that  my  Man  approacheth  with  the  Money  and  the 
’Goods  for  your  Squire. 

Cheat  1  "hope  you  havenot  burden’d  him  with  too  many  Goods  at  firft  > 

Scrap.  No.*  But  a  fourth  part :  ’Tis  true,  the  Goods  are  fomewhatftale,  but  I 
will  take  them  otf  at’fmall  under  Rates:  You  know  I  am  not  feen  in  furnifliing 
of  the  Goods  and  Money,*  but  only  in  the  buying  of  the  Goods.  My  Lawyer 
-4iccompanieth  my  Man  to  teftifie  the  Writings. 

'Cheats  ’Tis  as  it  fhould  be  :  He  is  a  fat  Squire  ;  the  Eftafe  in  Tail,  is  full 
jooo  l.  a  year.  He  will  yield  well. 

Scrap,  a  fide.  This  Squire  is  to  take  to  Wife  a  Niece  I  have  in  Charge  ;  HisFa- 
theris  to  give  me  fooc/.  out  of  her  Fortune, and  the  SquiresLeudnefs  and  ProdL 
gality  will  loon  let  me  deep  into  his  Reverfion.  Befides,  his  lighting  into  thefe 
hands,  wiii  'make  his  Father,  ‘  when  he  finds  it,  haften  to  agree  with  me  for  his 
Redemption;  ■  I  like  the  bufinefs  well.  1  am  going  to  the  Man  you  call  Crump, 
whohelpcth  Solicitors  to  Affidavit  men,  and  Swearers,  and  Bail. 

Cheat.  -His  Office* is  next  door^  his  Wardrobe  for  Bail  and  Witnefles.  Here 
becomes ;  let’s  meet  him.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  William  Belfond,  and  an  Attorney .• 

Sir  IFili  Sure  1  fhould  know  the  Face  of  that  Fellow^  that’s  going  theke  into 
Whit  e-  Fry  ar*.  «. 

An.  ’  Fis  a  moft  Notorious  one  ;  you  have  feen  him  him  often,  this  that  moft 
audaciousRogue,  Cheatly  \  who  has  drawn  in  Co  many  young  Heirs,  and  undone 
fc  many  Sealers :  He  is  a  Bolter  of  Wh ltd -Fryars. 
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Sir  Will  It  is  that  Villain  / 

Ait.  1  am  very  glad  Sir,  you  have  difpatcht  your  bufinefs  lo  loon  in  Holland., 

Sir  Will.  I  had  great  fuccefs,  and  finifhed  all  fix. Weeks  at  leaft  e’er  I  expe&ed; 
and  had  time  to  come  by  the  way  of  Elanders,  and  fee  that  Country  which  I  de- 
fired:  And  from  Newport  I  came  to  Dow,  and  riding  Poll  from  thence,  I  took 
a  Boat  at  Southwark,  and  landed* juft  now  here  at  the  Temple  :  But  1  am  trou¬ 
bled  you  had  fent  my  Packet  to  Holland  e’er  1  came. 

Att.  1  receiv’d  none  from  you  of  late :  No  Packet  has  arriv’d  this  Fortnight 
from  Holland. 

Sir  Will  Have  you  heard  no  News  from  my  Son,  nor  my  Steward  in  the 
Country  ? 

Att.  Nonethde  ten  or  twelve  days. 

Sir  Will  That  con  is  all  the  Joy  of  my  Life ;  for  him  I  hurry  up  and  down, 
take  pains,  fpare,  anddive  hard  to  raife  his  Fortune. 

Ait.  Indeed,  I  hear  he’s  a  fine  Gentleman,  and  underftands  his  Country  affairs 
as  well  as  e’er  a  Farmer  of  them  all. 

Sir  Wilt.  1  mu  ft  confefs  he  proves  after  my  own  Heart :  He’s  a  folid  young 
man,  a  Dutiful  Child  as  ever  Man  had,  and  1  think  I  have  done  well  for  him  in 
providing  him  a  Wife  with  fuch  a  Fortune,  which  he  yet  knows  nothing  of. 
But  will  not  this  Godly  Man ,  this  Mr.  Scrapeall ,  take  a  Farthing  lefs  fay  you  for 
his  Niece? 

Attor.  Not  a  Sowce:  I  have  higgled  with  him  as  if  I  were  to  buy  of  a  Horfe- 
courfer,  and  he  will  not  take  a  Farthing  lefs  than  jooo  l.  for  his  Niece. 

Sir  Will.  He’s  a  ftrange  Mixture,  a  perpetual  Sermon-hunter,  repeats  and 
fings  Pfalms  continually,  and  prays  Co  loud  and  vehemently,  that  he  is  a  Diftun- 
bance  to  his  Neighbours  ;  he  is  fo  Heavenward  Pious,  and  fee  ms  a  very  Saint 
of  a  Scrivener. 

Att.  He  finds  the  fweet  of  that,  it  gets  him  many  a.  good  Truft  and  Ex* 
ecutorfhip. 

Sir  Will.  Pox  on  him  for  a  Damned  Godly  Knave,  forfooth,  cannot  he  be 
contented  to  fell  her,  whom  his  own  Brother  committed  to  his  Charge  ;  but 
he  mulfc  extort  fo  much  for  her  ?  Well  I  muft  agree  with  him  :  I  know  (he  has 
full  20000  l;  left  her:  And  has  been  brought  upas  ftriftly  as  my  Son  :  Gee 
Writingsready.  :  I’ll  fend  Poft  for  my  Son  Timothy  this  Day. 

Attor.  They  are  ready ;  you  may  Seal  in  the  Afternoon  if  you  pleafe. 

Sir.  Will ,  And  I  will  then.  Ill  detain  you  no  longer  :  Get  my  Writings  rea¬ 
dy  :  I  am  refolv’d  to  fettle  my  other  Boy  well ;  But  my.  Town  Son  afflkfts  me 
when  e’er  1  hear  him  nam’d. " 

Att.  Ypur  humble  Servant  Sir  Will.  Belfond.  Ex.  Attor . 

Enter  Servant  to  Sir  William. 

Serv.  Sir,  I  have,  been  at  your  Brother’s  Houfe,  and  they  fay  he  is  come  to 
ibme-Lawyears  Chamber  in  the  Kings -Bench  buildings. 

Sir  Will.  That’s  lucky  enough  :  i’ll  walk  here  then,  and  do  you  watch. 

Enter  Hackum*  and  another  Bully. 

Who  are  thefe?  Some  Inhabitants  of  White-Eryars  ;  Comt  Bullies  of  Alfatia. 

Hack:  I  was  plaguy  Bowfy  laft  . Night  with  Squire  Bolfond  y  We  had  Fiddles* 

Whores, 
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Whores,  Scour'd ,  broke  Windows,  beat  Watches,  and  roar’d  like  Thunder. 

Bully.  Ay,  I  heard  you  ? 

Sir  Mill  What  fays  he  ?  afide. 

Hack.  He  Prinks,  Whores,  Swears,  Sings,  Roars,  Rants,  and  Scours  with 
the  beft  of  us. 

Sir  Will.  Sir,  with  your  favour,  are  you  acquainted  with  young  Belfond  ? 

Hack.  Yes,  that  I  am.  What  Country  Puts  this  )  afide . 

Sir  Will.  What  Country-man  is  he  Sir  ? 

Hack.  Prithee,  old  Prigfier ,  why  doft  ask  >  He  is  a  Northern  Man  :  He  has  a 
damn’d  Ruftick,  miferable  Rafcal  to  his  Father,  who  lives  a  nafty  brutal  life  in 
the  Country  like  a  Swine :  But  the  Squire  will  be  even  with  him,  I  warrant  him. 

Sir  Will.  I  have  fomething  to  (ay  to  him  if  1  could  fee  him. 

Hack.  You,  you  old  Prigg,  you  damn’d  Country  Put :  You  have  fomewhat  to 
fay  to  him  !  I  am  ready  to  give  you  (atisfaftion  :  Luggout ;  come  you  Putt  :  I’ll 
make  you  Scamper. 

Sir  Will.  Dee  hear  Bully  Rafcal ,  put  up  and  walk  your  way,  or  by  Heaven  I’ll 
beat  you  as  long  as  you  are  able  to  be  beaten. 

Bully .  1*11  ftand  by  you:  You  may  eafily  beat  this  old  Fellow. 

Hack.  No  man  e’re  gave  me  fuch  words  but  forfeited  his  life;  I  could  whip 
thee  through  tbe  Lungs  immediately;  but  I’ll  defift  at  prefent.  Who  the  Devil 
would  have  thought  this  Putt  durft  have  drawn  a  Sword  l  Well  Sir,  we  (hall 
take  a  time  Sir,  another  time  Sir. 

Sir  Will  You  lye,  you  Rafcal ;  you  will  take  no  time. 

Here’s  a  fine  Companion  of  my  Sons.  Exit  Bully . 

Enter  Sir  Edward  Belfond. 

Sir  Edw.  Who’s  this  I  fee  ?  my  Brother  !  Sir  William  Belfond  !  Your  humble 
Servant.  You  are  welcome  into  England.  Hook’d  not  for  you  thefe  fix  weeks. 

Sir  Will.  I  landed  at  the  TempU-fiairs  even  now  :  My  man  has  been  at  your 
Houfe,  and  he  heard  there  you  were  here. 

Sir  Edw.  I  hope  you  have  done  your  bufinefs. 

Sir  Will.  Beyond  my  Expectation. 

Sir  Edw.  Has  your  Wives  Brother  done  by  you  in  his  Will,  as  you  would 
have  had  him.' 

Sir  Will.  Truly  yes  :  He  has  made  me  foie  Executor,  and  left  my  two  Sons 
yooo  /.  a  piece,  tp  be  paid  at  eachof  their  days  of  Marriage,  or  ht  my  Death. 

Sir  Edw.  Well  Brother,  you  are  a  happy  man  ;  for  Wealth  flows  in  upon 
you  on  every  fide,  and  Ricnes  you  account  the  greateft  happinefs. 

Sir  Will.  I  find  that  Wealth  alone  will  not  make  happy.  Ah  Brother,  I 
muft  confefs  it  was  a  kindnefs  in  you,  when  Heaven  (  had^bleft  you  with  a  great 
Eftate  by  Merchandize,  to  adopt  my  Younger  Son,  and  take  him  and  breed  him 
from  his  Cfiildhopd  :  But  you  have  been  fo  gqiitle  to  him,  he  is  /un  into  all 
manner  of  Vice  andkiot  ;  no  bounds  can  hold  him  ;  no  (Fame  can  flop  him  ; 
nt  Laws  nor  Cuftoms  can. reftrain  hirp.  ♦  rr. 

'"Sir  Edw.  I  am  confident  you  are^mi  ftaken  :  He  has  as  fair  a  Reputation  as 
any  Gentleman  about  L  ondon  :  ’Tis  true,  hes  a  good  fellow,  but  no  Sot  ;  he 
loves  mirth  and  fociety,  withqut  Drupkennefs :  He  is,  as  all  young  Fellpws  I 

C  believe 
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believe  are,  given  to  Women ;  but  it  is  m  private;  and  he  is  particular.*  No 


Common  Whore-matter  :  and  in  fliort,  keeps  as  good  Company  as  any  man 

in  England. 

Sir  Will.  Your  over-weening  makes  you  look  through  a  falfe  Glafs  upon  him. 
Company  /  why  he  keeps  Company  for  the  Devil :  Had  you  come  a  minute 
fooner,  you  might  have  fcen  two  of  his  Companions ;  they  were  praifing  him  for 
Roaring,  Swearing.  Ranting1,  Scouring,  VVhoring,  beating  VVatches,  break¬ 
ing  Windows  ;  I  but  ask’d  one  of ’em  if  he  knew  him,  and  laid  1  had  fomewhat 
to  fay  to  him  ;  the  Rogue,  the  moft  Teeming  terrible  of  the  two,  told  me.  If  I 
had  any  thing  to  fay  to  Squire  Belfond ,  he  would  give  me  fatisfadion. 

Sir  Edw.  What  kind  of  fellow  ? 

Sir  Will,  He  came  out  of  White- Fryers :  He’s  Tome  Aljatian  Bully » 

Sir  Edw.  ’Tis  impotfible  ;  he  never  keeps  fuch  Company. 

Sir  Will,  The  Rogue  drew  upon  me  :  bid  me  Lugg  out,  call’d  me  Old  Prigg9 
Country  Futt ;  and  fpokea  particular  Language  which  fuch  Rogues  have  made  to 
them  (elves,  call’d  Canting,  as  Beggars,  Gipfies,  Thieves  and  Jayl-Birdsdo ;  but 
1  made  his  Bullies  go  away  very  tamely  at  the  fight  of  my  drawn  Sword. 

Sir  Edw.  1  am  fure  he  keeps  no  fuch  Company  ;itmuft  be  Tome  other  of  his  Name. 

Sir  Will.  You  make  me.  mad  to  excufe  him  thus;  the  Town  rings  of  him  ;  you 
have  ruin’d  him  by  your  Indulgence  ;  befides,  he  throws  away  Money  like  dirt ; 
his  Infamy  is  notorious. 

Sir  Edw.  Infamy  :  Nay  there  you  wrong  him  ;  he  does  no  ungentleman-like 
things  :  Prithee  confider  Youth  a  little  :  What  if  he  does  Wench  a  li file; and  now 
and  then  is  fomewhat  extravagant  in  V Vine  t  "Where’s  the  great  Crime  l  All 
young  fellows  that  have  mettle  in  them  will  do  the  firtt  ;  and  if  they  have  wit 
and  good  humour  in  them,  in  this  drinking  Country,  they  will  fometimes  be 
forc’d  upon  the  latter  and  he  mutt  be  a  very  dull  Phlegmauck  Lump,  whom 
Wine  will  not  elevate  to  fome  Extravagance  now  and  then. 

Sir  Will .  Will  you  diftradt  me  ?  What  are  Drinking  and  Whoring  no.  faults? 
His  courfes  will  break  my  heart  ;  they  bring  Tears  into  my  Ey£sTp  often. 

Sir  Edw.  One  would  think  you  had  been  Drinking  and  were  maudling  ;  think 
what  we  our  felves  did  w:hen  we  #e  re  young  fellows;  You  were  a  Spark,  would 
Drink,  Scour  and  Wench  with  the  belt  o’ch’  Town.  , 

Sir  Will.  Ay,  but  I  foon  repented,  ^narried  and  fettled. 

Sir  Edw.  And  'turn’d  as  much  t<5  tHdothef  extreme^  ‘and  rfpW 'perhaps  I  miflike 
thefe  faults-,  caus’d  by  his  heat  of  Youth.,  But  day'/fo  know  hejhaynot  be 
reclaim’d  fud-denly  ?  rl  ;  /  1  •  C  :  ‘ 

Sir  Will.  Reclaim’d?  How :  can  he  be  reclaim’d  Without  Severity  ?  You  fhould 
Cudgel  him,  and  allow  him rno’ Money  ;  make  him  not  dare  to  offend  you  thus. 
Well,  1  have  a  Son  whom  by  my  ftridtnefsl  have  form’d  according  to  my  heart.; 
He  never  pufson  his  Hat  in  my  pt-efence  ;  Rifes  at  fecond  Courle^  , takes  away. 


his  Plate  ;  fays  Grace,  and  faves  me  the  Charge  of  a  Chaplain.  .  When 


he  committed  a  fault,  1  maul’d  him  with  Corredtibn  ;  I’d  tain  fee  him  ohCe 
dare  to  be  extravagant  ;  No,  he’s  a  good  Youth,  the  Comfort  of  my  Age;  I 
weep  for  joy  to  think  ofhim.  Good  Sir,  learn  to  be  a  Father' "of  him  that  is 
one ;  I  have  a  Natural  Care  of  him  you  have  Adopted. 


Sir 


Sir  Edw.  You  are  his  Father  by  Nature,  I  by  Choice  ;  I  took  him  when  he 
was  a  Child,  and  bred  him  up  with  gentlenefs,  and  that  kind  of  Converfation 
that  has  made  him  mv  friend  ;  He  conceals  nothing  from  me,  or  denies  nothing 
to  me.  Rigour  makes  nothing  but  Hypocrites. 

Sir  Will.  Perhaps  when  you  begin  late  ;  but  you  fhould  have  been  fevere 
to  him  in  his  Childhood  ;  abridg’d  him  of  Liberty  and  Money  ;  and  have  had 
him  foundly  whipp’d  often  ;  he  would  have  bleft  you  for  it  afterwards. 

Sir  Edw .  Too  much  ftreightnefs  to  the  minds  of  Youths,  like  too  much  la¬ 
cing  to  the  Body,  will  make  them  grow  Crooked. 

Sir  Will  But  no  lacing  at  all,  will  make  themfwell  and  grow  Mongers, 

Sir  Edw.  I  mult  govern  by  Love.  I  had  as  leive  govern  a  Dog  as  a  Man  if 
it  muft  be  by  fear ;  This  1  take  to  be  the  difference  between  a  good  Father  to 
Children,  and  a  harfh  Mafter  over  Slaves. 

Sir  Will  Yes,  and  fee  what  your  government  is  come  to  ;  his  Vice  and  Pro¬ 
digality  will  diftraft'  me. 

Sir  Edw.  Why  fhould  you  be  fo  concern’d  ?  He  is  mine,  is  he  not  l 

Sir  Will .  Yes,  by  Adoption,  but  he  is  mine  by  Nature. 

Sir  Edw.  ’Tis  all  butCuftom. 

Sir  Will.  Mine  is  a  tender  Care. 

Sir  Edw.  Your  pafllon  blinds  you  :  1  have  as  tender  care  as  you  can  have; 

.  I  have  been  ever  delighted  with  him  from  his  Childhood  ;  he  is  endear’d  to  me 
by  long  cuftom  and  familiarity.  I  have  had  all  the  pleafure  of  a  Father,  with¬ 
out  the  drudgery  of  getting  a  Son  upon  a  damn’d  Wife,  whom  perhaps  1  fhould 
wifhhang’d.  ' 

Sir  Will.  And  will  you  let  him  run  on  in  his  Lev^dnefs  and  Prodigality  l 

Sir  Edw.  He  is  mine  ;  if  he  offends,  *tis  me  ;  if  he  fquanders  away  Money, 
’tis  mine  ;  and  what  need  you  care  <  Pray  take  care  of  your  own  ;  if  you  will 
take  care  of  this  too,  what  do  you  but  take  him  from  me  ? 

Sir  Will.  This  you  come  to  always  !  1  take  him  from  you  ;  no,  I’d  not  be 
troubled  with  him.  Well,  let  him  run  on,  and  be  ruin’d,  hang’d  and  damn’d. 
I’ll  never  fpeak  word  more  about  him.  Let  him  go  on. 

Sir  Edw.  This  heat  of  youth  will  be  allay’d  e’re  long  I  warrant  you. 

Sir  Will  No,  no,  let  him  go  on,  let  him  go  on  ;  I’ll  take  care  of  my  own  fet 
home  ;  and  happy  were  this  Rake-hell  if  he  would  tifke  Example  by  his  Brother; 
but  I  fay  no  more  ;  I  have  done ;  let  him  go  on. 

Sir  Edw.  Now  you  are  angry,  your  paffion  runs  away  with  you. 

Sir  Will.  No  no,  I  have  done;  what  would  you  have  more  l 

Sir  Edw.  Let  us  go  and  fee  him  :  i’ll  lay  my  life  you’ll  find  him  peruitrig 
fome  good  Author ;  he  ever  fpends  his  whole  morning  in  Ihidy. 

Sir  Will.  I  muft  into  the  City,  the  firft  thing  1  do,  and  get  mv  Bills  accepted  ; 
and  then  if  you  will  we’ll  lee  him  :  and  no  doubt  but  we  fhall  find  him  perufing 
of  fome  Whore  or  other,  inftead  of  a  Book. 

Sir  Edw.  1  am  not  of  your  Opinion  :  but  I'll  carry  you  in  my  Coach  info  the 
City,  and  then  bring  you  back  to  him  :  He  is  of  fo  good  adifpofition  :  So  much 
a  Gentleman  ;  And  has  fuch  worth  and  honour,  that  if  you  knew  h?m  as  well 
as  f,  you’d  love  him  as  well  as  I  do. 
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Sh  Will.  Well*  well,  I  hear  you  Sir ;  I  muft  fend  for  my  Son  Poft :  i’ll  fhew 
you  a  Son.  Well,  Heaven  blefs  him,  I  fliould  be  weary  of  this  wicked  World, 
but  for  the  Comforts  I  find  in  him  :  Come  along,  I’ll  (hew  you  a  Son,  Ex.  ambo. 


ACT  II.  SCENE  I 


Enter  Belfond  Junior,  and Lucia. 

i 

Belf.  H  Y  doft  thou  figh?  and  (how  fuch  fadnefs-  in  thy  Looks  ? 

V V  My  pretty  Mifs. 

Lucia.  Have  1  not  reafon  ? 

Belf.  Jun.  Doft  thou.miflike  thy  entertainment  ? 

Lucia.  Ah  cruel  Belfond  thou  haft  undone  me. 

Belf  Jun.  My  pretty  little  Rogue,  I  fooner  wou’d  undo  my  (elf  a  thoufand 
times. 

Luc.  How  I  tremble  to  think  what  I  ha  done/  I  have  made  my  felf  for  ever 
miferable. 

Belf.  Jun.  Oh  fay  not  fo,  dear  Child  :  I’ll  ki(s  thole  tears  from  off  thy  Beaute*- 
ous  Eyes.  But  1  (hall  wrong  thy  Cheeks,  on  which  they  falf  like  prbcious 
drops  of  dew  on  flowers. 

Luc.  Heaven  !  What  have  I  done  ? 

Belf  Jun.  No  more  than  what  thy  Mother  did  before  thee  r  No  more  than 
thy  whole  Sex  is  born  to  do. 

Luc  Oh  had  I  thought  you  would  have  been  fo  Cruel,  I  never  would  have 
leen  your  Face  ;  1  fwear  1  would  not.__. 

Belf  Jun.  1  fwear  thou  would’ft,  I  know  thou  would’ft:  Cruel !  no  Billing 
Turtle  e’er  was  kinder  to  his  tender  Mate;  in  Billing,  Cooing,  and  in  gentle 
Murmurs,  we  expreft  our  kindnefs  ;  and  Coo’d  and  Murmur’d  and  Lov’d  on. 

Luc.  The  more  unhappy  Fool  was  I :  Go  go,  1  hate  you  now, 

Belf.  Jun .  Oh  my  fweet  little  one  ;  thou  canft  not  fure  be  fo  unkind  :  Thole 
pretty  Tell-tales  of  thy  Heart,  thy  Eyes,  fay  better  things. 

Luc.  Do  they  fo  ?  i’ll  be  reveng’d  onem  for’t  :  For  they  (hall  never  fee  you 
more. 

Belf.  Jun.  Ah  fay  not  fo ;  I  had  rather  much  the  Sun  fhould  never  (hine  on 
me;  than  thou  be  hidden  from  my  fight :  Thou  art  not  fure  in  earned:  ? 

Luc.  Yes  (ure,  1  think  1  am. 

Belf  Jun.  No,  my  fweet  Love,  I  think  thou  art  not. 

Luc.  Oh  Lord,  how  (hail  1  look  !  How  fhall  I  bear  my  felf !  if  any  of  my 
Friends  (hall  fix  their  Eyes  upon  me,  I  (hall  look  down  and  blu(h,  and  think 
they  know  all.. 

Belf.  Jun .  How  many  fair  ones  daily  do  the  feme,  and  look  demurely  as  any 
Saints  ?  Luc. 


(  l3  ) 

Luc.  They  are  Confident  things  I  warrant  em, 

Belf.Jun.  Let  Love  be  madetamiliar  to  tnec,  and  ti  WU  wilt  boar  if-  better  l 
Thou  muft  fee  me  every  day.  Canft  thou-  be  fo  hard-hearted  to  forbear  ths 
fight  of  me? 

Luc.  Perhaps  Imay  dcfire  now  and  then  a  look,  a  fight  of  thee  at  fome  di- 
fiance  :  But  I  will  never  venture  to  come  near  thee  more  I  vow. 

Belf.Jun.  Let  me  kifs  that  Vow  from  off  thy  Lips,  while ’tis  warm  there.  I 
have  it  here  :  *Tis  gone.  Thou  wilt  not  kill  me  fare  ?  Didft  thou  not  fay  thou 
lovdft  me? 

Luc  Yes,  I  lov’d  too  much  ;  or  this  -had  never  happen’d  :  I  could  not  elfe 
have  been  undone. 

Belf.  Jun.  Undone  ;  thou  art  made  :  Woman  is  but  half  a  Creature,  till  (he 
be  joyn’d  to  Man  ;  now  thou  art  whole  and  perfect. 

Luc.  Wicked  man  I  Can  1  be  fo  confident  once  to  come  near  thee  more  ? 

Belf  Jun .  Shouldft  thou  but  fail  one  day,  I  never  fhou’d  furvive  it  ;  and  then 
my  Ghoft  will  haunt  thee.Canft  thou  look  on  me, pretty  Creature, and  talk  thus  ? 

Luc.  Well,  go  thy  ways;  that  Flattering  Tongue,  and  thofe  Bewitching 
Eyes  were  made  to  ruine  Womankind. 

Belf.  Jun.  Could  I  but  think  thou  wert  in  earneff,  thefe  Arms  ftiould  clafp 
thee  ever  here :  I’d  never  part  with  thee. 

Luc.  No,  no,  now  I  muft  be  gone  ;  Jfhall  be  mift :  How  (hail  I  get  home  and 
not  be  known  ?  Sure  every  Body  will  difcover  me  ? 

Belf  Jun.  Thy  Mask  will  cover  all :  There  is  a  Chair  below  in  the  Entry  to 
carry  thee,  and  let  thee  down  where  thou  wilt. 

Luc.  Farewel,  Dear  Cruel  man  !  And  muft  I  come  to  morrow  morning  fay 
you  ?  No  no. 

Belf  Jun.  Yes,  yes  ;  to  morrow  and  to  morrow,  and  every  morning  of  our 
Lives  ;  I  die  elfe. 

Enter  Foot -boy. 

Foot.  Sir,  your  Singing-Mafter  is  coming. 

Belf  Jun.  My  Singing-Mafter,  Mr.  Solfa  is  coming.  . 

Luc.  O  Lord  hide  me  .'  He  ismy  Mafter,  he’ll  know  me  !  I  (hall  not  be  able 
to  go  by  him  for  trembling. 

Belf.Jun.  Pretty  Mifs,  into  the  Clofet  ;  Til  difpatch  him  foon.  (Toes  in* 
Enter  Singing-  Mafter ^  and  his  Daughter. 

Come  Mafter,  let  your  Daughter  fing  the  Song  you  promis’d  me. 

Solfa.  Came  Betty.  Pleafeto  put  in  a  Flute,  Sir. 

Belf.  Jun .  Come  on. 

Seng  with  two  Flutes ,  and  a  thorough  Bafs , 
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The  Expoftulation. 

Still  wilt  thou  figh,  and  ftill  in  vain 
A  cold  neglectful  Nymph  adore ; 

No  longer  fruitlefly  complain , 

But  to  thy  felfthy  felf  re ftore. 

In  Youth  thou  caught’ [l  this  fond  difeafe , 
And  Jhouldft  abandon  it  in  age  ; 

Some  other  Nymph  as  well  may  pleafe , 
Ah  fence  or  busnefs  difingage. 


On  tender  hearts  the  wounds  of  Love, 
Like  thofe  imprinted  on  young  Trees, 

Or  kill  at  fir  ft,  or  elfe  they  prove 
Larger  h ’  infenfible  degrees. 

Bujinefs  I  try  d,  fie  fill'd  my  mind ; 

On  others  Lips  my  Dear  I  kift  ; 

But  never  fioltd  Joy  could  find , 

Where  I  rrsy  charming  Sylvia  mift. 

Long  Abfence ,  like  a  Greenland  nighty 
Made  me  but  wijh  for  Sun  the  more  ; 

And  that  inimitable  light, 

She,  none  but  fie,  could  ere  reftore . 

She  never  once  regards  thy  Fire, 

Nor  ever  vents  one  figh  for  thee . 

Imuft  the  Glorious  Sun  admire, 

Though  he  can  never  look  on  me. 

Look  well,  you  11  find  fie s  not  fo  rare. 
Much  of  her  former  Beauty's  gone  ; 

My  Love  her  Shadow  larger  far 
Is  made  by  her  declining  Sun . 

What  if  her  Glor  ies  faded  be, 

My  former  wounds  1  mu  ft  in  dure 

For  jhould  the  Bow  unbended  be. 

Yet  that  can  never  help  the  Cure. 


■/ 

\ 


Self.  Jun .  ?Tis  very  eafie  and  natural :  Your  Daughter  Tings  delicately. 

Enter  Truman. 

Tru.  Belfond,  good  morrow  to  thee  ;  1  fee  thou  ftill  tak’ffc  care  to  melt  away 
thy  hours  in  foft  delights. 

Belfi  Jun.  Honeft  Truman  !  All  the  pleasures  and  diverfions  we  can  invent, 
are  little  enough  to  make  the  Farce  of  Life  go  down.  Tru. 
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Tru.  And  yet  what  a  Coil  they  keep:  How  bu  fie  and  ijiduftrious  are  thofe 
who  are  reckon’d  grave  and  wife,  about  this  Life,  as  if  there  .were  fomething 
in  it.  . 

Belf.  Jun.  Thofe  Fools  are  in  earneft,  and  very  folid ;  they  think  there’s 
fomething  in  f,  while  Wife  men  know  there’s  nothing  to  be  done  here  but  to 
make  the  belt  of  a  bad  Market. 

Tru.  You  are  mighty  Philofophical  this  morning.  But  (hall  I  not  hear  one 
Song  as  well  as  you 

Belf.  Jun.  Have  you  fet  that  Ode  in  Horace  ? 

Solfa.  I  have. 

Belf  Jun.  Then  I  hope  you  will  be  encourag’d  to  fet  more  of  them;  we 
then  (hall  be  fure  of  Wit  and  Mufick  together ;  while  you  great  Muficians  do 
often  take  molt  pains  about  the  fillieft  words.  Prithee  Truman  fing  it. 

Tru.  pngs.  Integer  vit*  $celerifque  gurus,  &c.  Hor.  Ode  22.1.1. 

Belf.  Jun.  Very  well;  you  have  oblig’d  me  :  Pleafe  to  accept  of  this.  And 
Madam,  you  (hall  give  me  leave  to  (hew  my  gratitude  by  a  fmallPrefent. 
Solfaand  Daught.  Your  Servant  Sir.  Exeunt . 

Tru.  You  are  fo  immoderately  given  to  Mufic  ;  methinks  it  (liould  juftle 
Love  out  of  your  thoughts. 

Belf  Jm .  Oh  no  /  Remember  Sbakefpear  ;  If  Mufick  be  the  Food  of  Lovfe, 
play  on — There’s  nothing  nourifhes  that  foftpafliOn  like  it,  it  impshis  Wings, 
and  makes  him  fly  a  higher  pitch.  But  prithee  tell  me  what  new/S  of  our  dear 
Miftreffes  ?  I  never  yet  was  fo  frncerely  in  Lovers  with  my  pretty  Hypocrite; 
There  is  a  Fire  jn  thofe  Eyes  that  ftrikes  like  Lightning:  VVhat  a  conftant 
Church-man  (he  has  made  of  me  ? 

Tru .  And  mine  has  made  an  entire  Conqueft  of  ms:;  ’Tis  the  moft  charming 
pretty  Creature,  that  ere  my  Eyes  beheld. 

Belf.  Jun.  Let  us  not  fall  out,  like  the  Heroes  in  the  Reherfal,  for  not  being 
in  Love  with  the  fame  Woman. 

Tru.  Nothing  could  be  fo  fortunate  as  our  difference  in  this  cafe  :  The  only 
one  wedifagree  in. 

Belf.  Jun .  Thou  art  in  the  right:  Mine  has  fo  charm’d  me,  I  am  content  to 
abandon  all  other  pleafures,  and  live  alone  for  her;  Ike  has  fubdu’d  me  even  1 
to  Marriage. 

Tru.  Mine  has  no  lefs  vanquifh’J  me;  I’ll  render  upon  difcretion.  <  Ah 
Rogue  Belf  end,  1  fee  by  your  Bed,  for  all  your  Conftant  Love,  you  have  had 
a  Wehch  this  night. 

Belf.  Jun.  Peace  peace,  man:  ’Tis  dangerous  to  faft  too  long  for  fear  of 
lofmg  an  appetite  quite. 

Tru.  You  are  a  fmcere  honeft  Lover  indeed. 

Belf ,  Jun.  Faith  Truman ,  we  may  talk  of  mighty  matters ;  of  our  Honefty 
and  Moraility  ;  but  a  young  Fellow  carries  that  about  him  that  will  make  him 
..  a  Knave  now  and  then  in  fpite  of  his  Teeth.Bpfides,I  am  afraid  *tis  impoffible  for 
us  prophane  fellows  to  fucceed  in  that  Sanctify ’d  Family. 

Tru.  You  will  not  lay  fo^  when  you  kno  w  what  progrefs  I  have  made  in  our 
affairs  already. 

Belf. 
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Belf.  Jnn.  Thou  reviv'd:  my  drooping  hopes  :  Tell  me,  are  we  like  to  fuc- 
ceed  ?  Oh  if  I  can  but  prevail  upon  my  little  pretty  Churchwoman,  I  am  re- 
folv’d  to  conform  to  her  for  ever. 

Tru.  Look  under  my  Coat  •  Am  I  not  well  habited  ?  With  a  plain  Band,  Bob 
Peruke,  and  no  Cuffs. 

Belf.  Jun.  Verily,  like  one  of  the  pure  ones, 

Tru.  Yea  ;  and  our  frequenting  of  Sermons  and  Le&ures,  ('which  Heaven 
knows  we  did  out  of  no  good,  but  for  the  fake  of  thefe  little  ones,)  has  us’d  me 
to  their  ftile  :  Thus  qualify ‘d,  I  got  accefs  into  the  Houfe,  having  found  that 
their  Governante  is  Sifter  to  a  Weaver  in  the  Weft,  whom  I  know,  I  pretend¬ 
ed  to  be  herCoufin,  and  to  bring  a  Token  fent  to  her  by  her  Brother,  and  was 
very  welcome  to  her. 

Belf.  Jun.  Moft  fortunate  :  Why  does  he  keep  ’em  fo  ftridly  ?  Never  to  fee 
the  face  of  Man  ? 

Tru.  Be  not  troubled  at  that,  ’twill  forward  our  defign  *,  they’ll  be  the  more 
earneft  to  be  deliver’d.  But  no  Italian,  W7omen  are  fo  clofely  confin’d  ;  the  pure 
Knave  intends  to  fell  them  ;  Even  his  Daughter,  who  has  a  good  Fortune  left 
her  by  a  Widow,  that  was  her  Aunt :  And  for  his  Niece,  he  has  as  good  as 
agreed  already  with  your  Father  for  yooo  /.  to  marry  her  to  your  Brotherin  the 
Country  :  Her  Unkle  gave  her  20000  /.and  this  is  the  realon  of  Confining  ’em  ; 
for  fear  of  lofing  the  Money. 

Belf.  Jun.  With  my  Father  fay  you  ? 

Tru.  Moft  certain:  This  1  learnt  out  of  Madam  Governante,  at  thefirft  en- 
terview. 

Belf.  Jun.  This  is  a  very  odd  Accident  :  ’Twill  make  my  difficulty  greater.- 

Tru.  Not  at  all ;  As  Dyers  are  always  readied:  to  believe  Lyes,  I  never  knew 
an  Hypocrite  but  might  be  eafily  cozen’d  by  another  Hypocrite.  I  have  made 
my  way,  and  1  warrant  thee  a  good  event.  I  intend  to  grow  great  with  the 
Father. 

Belf.  Jun.  Thy  Sanguine  temper  makes  thee  always  hope  in  every  Enterprize. 

Tru.  You  might  obferve,  whenever  we  ftar’d  upon  them,  they  would  fteal  a 
look  at  us  ;  by  ftealth  have  often  twifted  Eye-beams  with  us. 

Belf  Jun.  The  fowre  and  devout  look  indeed  feems  but  put  on  ;  There  is  a 
pretty  warmth  and  tendernefs  in  their  Eyes,  that  now  and  then  gilds  o’re  the 
godly  look  ;  like  the  Suns  light,  when  breaking  through  a  Cloud,  it  fwiftly 
glides  upon  a  Field  ofCorn. 

Tru.  The  Air  of  their  Facesplainly  fhow  they  have  Wit,  that  muft  defpife 
thofe  trifling  forms ,  their  precife  looks  moft  furely  are  conftrain’d. 

Enter  Mrs.  Termagant. 

Belf.  Jun.  How,  Madam  Termagant  here .'  then  we  fhall  have  fine  work. 
What  wind  blows  you  hither. 

Term.  How  dare  you  think  that  1  of  all  womankind  fhould  be  us’d  thus  ?  | 

Belf.  Jun.  You  mean  not  us’d;  that’s  your  Grievance. 

Term.  Good  Mr.  Drfdain  ;  1  fhall  fpoil  your  fcoffing  :  Has  my  Love  deferv’d 
to  be  thus  flighted  ?  1  that  have  refus’d  Princes  for  your  fake  ?  Did  not  all  the 
Town  court  me  ?  And  muft  I  clioofe  fuch  an  ungrateful  Wretch  ? 
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Belf.  Jun.  When  you  were  firft  in  feafon,  you  were  a  little  courted  by  fome 

Quality:  Miftreffes,  like  Green  Peafe,  at  firft  coming  are  only  had  by  the 
Hich,  but  afterwards  they  come  to  every  Body. 

Term .  Curie  on  your  fawcy  fimilies :  Was  not  I  yours,  and  only  yours, 

Belf.  Jun.  I  had  not  faith  enough  for  that ;  but  if  you  were,  I  never  had  any 
that  was  mine  and  only  mine,  but  I  made  ’em  all  mankinds  before  I  had  done. 

Term.  Ah  Tray  tor  /  And  you  muft  pick  me  out  to  make  this  bafe  Example 
of :  Muft  I  be  left  ? 

Belf.  Jun.  Left '  Yes  fure,  Left .'  Why  you  were  not  marry ’d  to  me  :  I 
took  nQ  Leafe  of  your  frail  Tenement :  I  was  but  a  Tenant  at  my  own  will. 

Term.  Infolent  /  How  dare  you  thus  provoke  my  Fury?  Was  ever  Womans 
Love  like  mine  to  thee  ?  Perfidious  man  /  [  weeps. 

-Belf.  Jun.  So  :  after  the  Thunder,  thus  the  heat  drops  fall. 

Term.  No  ;  I  fcorn  that  thou  fhouldft  bring  Tears  into  my  Eyes. 

Belf.  Jun.  Why  do  you  come  to  trouble  me  ? 

Term.  Since  I  can  pleafe  no  longer,  fll  come  to  plague  thee;  and  if  I  dye  be* 
fore  thee,  my  Ghoft  (hall  haunt  thee. 

Belf.  Jun.  Indeed  your  Love  was  moft  particular  with  fpitting  and  fcratching, 
like  Caterwauling  :  And  in  the  belt  of  humours  you  were  ever  murmuring  and 
complaining  :  Oh  my  Head  akes,  I  am  fo  fick  :  And  Jealous  tomadnefs  too. 

Term.  Oh  Devil  incarnate  ! 

Tru.  Belfond,  thou  art  the  moft  ungentle  Knight  alive. 

Term.  Methinks  the  pretty  Child  I  have  had  by  you  fliould  make  you  lefs 
inhumane. 

Belf  Jun  Let  me  have  it ;  I’ll  breed  it  up. 

Term.  No,  thou  fhalt  never  have  it  while  thou  liveft.  fll  pull  it  Limb  from 
Limb  e’re  thou  fhalt  have  it. 

Belf.  Jun.  Tbi&ds  fo  unnatural, that  you  will  make  me  fo  far  from  thinking  it 
mine,  that  I  fhall  not  believe  it  yours  :  But  that  you  have  put  a  falfe  Child 
upon  me. 

Term  Unworthy  Wretch. 

Belf.  Jun.  When  thou  art  old  enough,  thy  malice  and  ill  humour  will  quali- 
fie  thee  for  a  Witch ;  but  thou  hadft  never  Douceurs  enough  in  thy  Youth  to 
fit  thee  for  a  Miftrefs. 

Term.  How  dare  you  provoke  me  thus  ?  For  what  little  Dirty  Wench  am  I 
thus  us’d  l  If  {he  be  above  ground  I’ll  find  her,  and  tear  her  Eyes  out.  Hah  — 
By  the  Bed  I  fee  the  Devil  has  been  here  to  night— Oh  oh,  I  cannot  bear  it. 

Falls  into  a  Fit. 

Tru.  Belfond ,  help  the  Lady  for  lhame  ;  lay  hold  on  her. 

Belf  Jun.  No  no,  let  her  alone  ;  fhe  will  not  hurt  her  felf  I  warrant  thee  r 
She  is  a  rare  Atftor;  She  a<fts  a  fit  of  the  Mother  the  belt  of  any  one  in 
land.  Ha  ha  ha. 

Tru.  How  canft  thou  be  fo  cruel  ? 

Belf.  Jun.  What  a  Devil  fhould  I  do  ?  if  a  man  lies  once  with  a  Woman  is 
he  bound  to  do  it  for  ever  ?  j  1 

Term.  Oh  oh. 
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Belf.  Jun.  Very  well  faith :  Admirably  well  atted. 

Term.  Is  it  fo  ?  Devil,  Devil  ;  I’ll  fpoil  your  Votnt  Je  Venice  for  you.  Flies  at 

Belf.  Jun .  Will  you  force  me  to  make  my  Footman  turn  you  out?  him. 

Enter  Footman. 

Foot .  Sir,  Your  Father  and  your  Unkle  are  coming  hither. 

Belf  Jun.  Sdeath  my  Father1!  ’Tis  impoflible. 

Foot.  By  Heaven  Vis  true ;  they  are  coming  up  by  this  time. 

Self  Juu.  Look  you  Madam,  you  mav  if  you  will  ruine  me ;  and  put  me 
out  of  all  means  of  doing  for  you  or  your  Child:  Try  me  once  more,  and  get 
into  the  Bed  and  cover  your  felf  with  the  Quilt,  or  I  am  undone. 

Term .  Villain,  you  deferve  to  be  ruin’d :  But  I  love  my  Child  too  well. 

Tru.  For  Heavens  fake  hide  your  felfin  the  Bed  quickly. 

Term.  No  no,  I’ll  run  into  the  Clofet. 

*  Belf.  Jun .  Death  and  Hell  \  I  am  ruin’d ;  There’s  a  young  Girl  there ;  (he'll 
make  yet  a  worfe  uproar. 

Tru.  Peace,  let  me  alone.  Madam,  whatever  happens,  ruine  not  your  felf 
$nd  Child  inevitably. 

Enter  Sir  William  Belfond,  Sir  Edward,  and  Servants » 

Sir  Edwi  Ned ,  good  morrow  toA  thee.- 

Belf.  Jun.  Ycur  Blefling  Sir. 

Sir  Edw.  Heaven  blefs  thee.  Here’s  one  unexpe&ed^ 

Belf  Jun.  My  Father  /  1  beg  your  Blefling.  Sir. 

Sir  Will .  Heaven  mend  you  ;  it  can  never  blefs  you  in  the  leud  courfevou 
are  in,  - 

Belf.  Jun.  Youaremifinform’dSir  ;  my  courfes  are  not  fe  leud  as  you  imagine. 

Sir  Will.  Do  you  fee;  I  am  mifinform’d  :  He’ll  give  me  the. lye. 

Belf  Jun.  I  would  firft  bite  my  Tongue  in  pieces,  andfpit  it  at  you  .-  What¬ 
ever  little  heats  of  Youth  1  have  been  guilty  of,  I  doubt  not  but  in  a  (hort  time 
to  pleafe  you  fully. 

Sir  Ediv.  Well  faid  Ned  ;  I  dare  fwear  thou  wilt. 

Sir  Will.  Good  Brother  Credulous  .*  I  thank  Heaven  I  am  not  fo.  You  were 
not  drunk  laft  night  with  Bullies,  and  roar’d  and  ranted,  fcour’d,  broke  Win¬ 
dows,  beat  the  Watch,  broke  open  a  Houfe,  and  forc’d  away  a  Wench  in  Salis¬ 
bury  Court.  This  is  a  fine  life.  This  he  calls  heats  of  Youth. 

Belf.  Jm.  I  was  at  home  by  Eight  a  Clock  laft  Night,  and  flipp’d  at  home  ; 
and  never  keep  fuch  Company. 

Sir  Will  No,  no  ;  you  are  not  call’d  Squire  Belfond  by  'the  Scoundrels  your 
Companions  ?  ’Twas  not  you:  No  no. 

Belf  Jun.  Not  1  upon  my  faith  ;  I  never  keep  fuch  Company,  or  do  fuch 
a&ions.-  If  any  one  fhould  call  me  Squire  I’d  break  his  Head  ;  Some  Rafcal  has 
ufurp’d  my  Name. 

Sir  Edw.  Look  you  Brother,  M’hat  would  you  have?  This  mult  be  feme 
miftake. 

Sir  Will.  What  a  Devil  /  You  believe  this  too  ?  Ounds  /  you  make  me  mad  / 
Is  there  any  of  our  Name  in  England  but  our  felves  ?  Does  he  think  to  flam  me 
with  a  Lye  ? 
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Belf  Jun.  I  fcorn  a  Lye, ’tis  the  bafeft  thing  a  Gentleman  can  be  guilty  of; 
all  my  Servants  can  teftifie  I  ftirr’d  not  out  laft  night. 

Tru.  I  allure  you  Sir,  he  was  not  abroad  laft  night. 

Sir  Will.  You  allure  me  !  Who  are  you  ?  one  of  his  hopeful  Companions  ?  No> 
your  Clothes  are  not  good  enough,  you  may  be  his  Pimp . 

Tru.  You  are  the  Father  of  my  Friend,  an  Old  Gentleman,  and  a  little  mad. 

Sir  Will.  Old  \  Waljc  down  ;  1*11  try  your  youth  ;  I’ll  fight  with  the  braveft 
Ruffian  he  keeps  Company  with. 

Sir  Edw.  Brother,  are  you  mad  ?  Has  the  Country  robb'd  you  of  all  good 
manners,  and  common  fenfe  ? 

Sir  Will.  1  had  a  Bout  with  two  of  your  Bullies  in  the  Temple-walks. 

Belf  Jun.  Whom  does  he  mean  >.  This  is  a  Gentleman  of  Eftate  and  Quality, 
he  has  above  ioooL  a  year. 

Sir  Edw.  You  are  a  Mad  Man  ;  I  am  afham’d  ofyou.  Sir,  I  befeech  you 
pardon  my  Brothers  Paffion,  which  tranfports  him  beyond  Civility. 

Belf.  Jun.  1  know  you  will  for  my  fake. 

TrUi  He  is  the  Father  of  my  deareft  Friend  ;  I  fhall  be  glad  to  ferve  him. 

Sir  Edw.  Will  you  never  be  of  age  of  Pifcretion  ?  For  lhame  ufe  me,  your 
Son,  and  every  Body  better. 

Sir  Will.  Well,  I  muft  be  run  down  like  a  tame  Puppy. 

Luc.  within.  Murder,  murder ;  Help,  help  ;  ah,  ah  ! 

Belf.  Jun.  Oh  this  damn’d  fhe  Devil.  Termagant  pulls  Lucia 

cut  by  the  hair  ;  they  part  \m. 

Term.  I’ll  make  you  an  Example ;  Will  you  fee  him  whether  I  will  or  no; 
you  young  Whore  ! 

Sir  Will.  Here’s  a  Son  !  Here’s  a  fine  Son  /  Here’s  your  breeding !  Here’s  a 
pretty  Son !  Here’s  a  delicate  Son  !  Here’s  a  dainty  Son  1 

Sir  Edw*  If  he  be  mad,  will  you  be  madder  ? 

Belf  Jun.  Turn  out  this  fhe  Bear;  turn  her  out  to  the  Rabbled 

Term.  Revenge,  you  Villain,  Revenge.  Exit  Term,  and  Foot. 

Belf.  Jun.  Dear  Friend,  prithee  fee  this  innocent  Girl  fafe  in  the  Chair,  from 
that  outragious  Strumpets  fury.  •  Exit  Tru.  and  Lucy. 

Sir  Will.  Here’s  a  Son,  here’s  a  Son  !  Very  well ;  make  much  of  him  .  Here’s 
the  effed  of  Whoring. 

Belf.  Jun.  No  Sir,  ’tis  the  effed  of  not  Whoring  :  This  Rage  is  becaufe  f 
have  caft  her  off. 

Sir  Will.  Yes,  yes,  for  a  younger  ;  a  fweet  Reformation !  Let  me  npt  fee  your 
Face,  nor  hear  you  (peak  ;  you  will  break  my  heart. 

Belf  Jun.  Sir,  the  young  Girl  was  never  here  before  ;  (he  brought  me  Linnen 
from  the  Exchange. 

Sir  Will .  A  fine  Bawd  her  Miftrefs  in  the  mean  time. 

Belf.  Jun.  T  his  furious  Wench  coming  in  to  rail  at  me  for  my  leaving  her,  I 
-was  forc’d  to  put  the  other  into  that  Clofet;  and  at  your  coming  yp,  againft  my 
will,  this  run  into"" the  fame  Clofet. 

Sir  Will.  Sirrah,  moft  audacious  Rogue,  do  you  (ham  me,?  Do  you  think  yoa 
have  your  tinkle  to  deal  with  ?  Avoid  my  prefence  Sirrah  t  'Get  you  out  Sirrah. 

D  z  Belf 


Belf.  Jun.  I  am  forry  I  offended  :  I  obey.  Exit  Belfi  Jun. 

Sir  Will.  I  could  have  found  in  my  heart  to  have  CudgelPd  him. 

Sir  Edw.  Shame  of  our  Family  ;  you  behave  yourfelf  fo  like  a  Mad- man 
and  a  Fool,  you  will  be  begg’d  :  Thefe  fits  are  more  extravagant  than  any 
thing  he  can  be  guilty  of.  ,  Do  you  give  your  Son  the  words  of  Command  you 
ufe  to  Dogs  ?  ' 

Sir  Will.  Juftifie  him,  do  :  He’s  an  excellent  Son  /  a  very  pretty  Son/  a  de¬ 
licate  Son!  a  virtuous  Son  /  a  difcreet  Son!  he  is. 

Sir  Edw.  Pray  ufe  me  better,  or  I’ll  aflfure  you,  wp  muft  never  fee  one  ano¬ 
ther.  Befides,  I  (hail  entail  my  Eftate  for  want  of  Ififue  by  this  Son  here,  upon 
another  Family,  if  you  will  treat  me  thus. 

Sir  Will.  What  fays  he?  afide,  Well  Brother  I  ha 

done  :  His  lewdnefs  diftrafted  me  !  Oh  my  poor  Boy  in  the  Country ;  I  long  ta 
fee  him,  the  great  tupport  of  my  declining  Age. 

Sir  Edw.  Let  us  calmly  reafon  :  What  has  your  breeding  made  of  him  (with, 
your  PatienceJ  but  a  Blockhead  ? 

Sir  Will,  A  Blockhead  /  When  he  comes  the;  World  (hall  judge  which  of  us 
has  been  the  wifer  in  the  Education  of  a  Son  :  A,  Blockhead?  Why  he  knows  a 
fample  of  any  Grain  as  well  as  e’re  a  fellow  in  the  North ;  Can  handle  a  Sheep 
or  Bullock  as  well  as  any  one:  Knows  his  feafons  of  Plowing,  Sowing,  Har¬ 
rowing,  layingfallow:  Underftands  all  forts  of  Manure.*  An,d  ne’re  a  one  that 
wears  a  Head  can  wrong  him  in  a  Bargain. 

Sir  Edw.  A  very  pretty  fellow,  for  a  Gentlemans  Bally. 

Sir  Will,  For  his  own  Baily,  and  to  be  a  rich- — — 

Sir  Edw.  Swine,  andlive  as  naftily ;  apd  keep  worfe  Company  than  Beafts, 
in  a  Forreft.  ' 

Sir.  Will.  He  knows  no  Vice,  poor  Boy. 

Sir  Edw.  He  will  have  his  turn  to  know  it  then  ;  as  fure  as  he  will  have  the* 
Small  Pox;  and, then  he’ll  be  fond  on’t,  when  his  Brother  has  left  it. 

Sir  Will.  I  defy  the  Omen  :  he  never  Whores,  nor  Drinks  h  ard,  but  upon 
defign,  as  driving  a  Bargain,  orfo;  and  that  I  allow  him. 

Sir  Edw.  So  :  Knavifh  and  designing  Drunkennefs  you  allow  ;  but  not  good, 
fellow fhip  for  mirth  and  cbnverfation. 

Sir  Will.  Now  Brother,  pray  what  have  you  made  your  Son  good  for,  with, 
your  breeding  you.  fo  much  boaft  of?  Let’s  hear  that  now:  Come  on,  let’s  hear. 

Sir  Edw.  Firft,  I  bred  him  a t  Wejhnin/ler- School,  till  he  was  Mafter  of  thes 
Greek  and  Latin  Tongues;  then  I  kept  him  at  the  Univerfity,  where  I  inftruft- 
ed  him  to  read  the  Noble  Greek  and  Raman  Authors. 

Sir  Will.  Well,  and  wharufe  can  he  make  of  the  Noble  Greek  and  Latin,  hut 
to  prate  like  a  Pedant,  and  (hew  his  parts  over  a  Bottle  ? 

«■  Sir  Edw.  To  make  a  man  fit  for  the  Converfation  of  Learned  Gentlemen  is 
one  noble  ,  end  of  Study  :  But  thofe  Authors  make  him  wifer.  and  honefter,  Sit*, 
to  boot. 

Sir  Will.  Wifer  !  Will  he  ever  get  Six- pence,  or  improve  or  keep  his  Eftate  . 
by  ’em  ? 

Sir  Edw.  Mean  Notions :  I  made  him  well  vers’d  in  Hiftpry. 

Sit 


—  :•  _  -  (  2>  j  .  - 

Sir  Wilt.  That’s  a  pretty  ftudy  indeed:  How  can  there  be  a  true  Hi  (lory, 
when  we  fee  no  man  living  is  able  to  write  truly  the  Hiftory  ofthe  laft  week  . 

Sir  Ed or.  He  by  the  way  read  Natural  Philofop’iy,  and  had  infight  enough 

in  the  Mathematicks.  , ,  ,  .  .  „  - 

Sir  mil.  Natural  Philofophy  !  knows  nothing  Nor  would  1  give  a  fart  tor 
any  Mathematician,  but  a  Carpenter,  Bricklayer,  Meafurerof  Land,  or  Sailor. 

Sir  Edw.  Some  moderate  skill  in  it  will  ufe  a  man  to  reafrn  clofely. 

Sir  Will.  Very  pretty,*  Rcafon!  Can  he  Realbn  himielf  into  fix  Shillings  by, 

all  this  '  ,  , ,  .  • 

Sir  Edw.  He  needs  it  not :  But  to  go  on  ;  after  three  years  I  rcmovd  bum 
from  the  Univerfity  (left  he  fhould  have  too  ftrong  a  tincture  of  ltj  to  the  Temple ; 
there  1  got  amodeftlearned  Lawyer,  of  little  practice,  for  want  of  Impudence  -r 
and  there  are  feveral  fuch  that  want,  while  empty  impudent  fellows  thrive  and 
fwaeeer  at  the  Bar;  This  man  1  got  to  inftrudt  my  Son  m  fome  old  Common 
Law  Books,  the  Statutes,  and  the  beft  Pleas  of  the  Crown,  and  the  Conft.tu.ti-  - 
on  of  the  old  true  Englijh  Government.  r  A 

Sir  Will .  Does  he  get  a  Shilling  by  all  this  ?  But  what  a  Devil  made  you  lend 
him  into  France,  to  make  an  arrant  vain  Coxcomb  of  him-? 

Sir  Edw.  There  he  did  all  his  manly  Exercifes ;  faw  two  Campaigns;  ftudied' 
Hiftory;  Civil  Laws,  and  Laws  of  Commerce;  the  Language  he  fpoke  well  e’re 
he  went!  He  made  the  Tour  of  Italy,  and  faw  G.rawwy, and  the  Low  Countries;- 
and  return’d  well  skill'd  in  Foreign  Affairs,  and  a  Compleat  accomplilhed  hng- 

Sir  Will.  And  to  know  nothing  of  his  own  Eftate,  but  how  to  fpend.it  .*  my  i 
poor  Boy  has  tra veil'd  to  better  purpofe :  for  he  has  travelled  all  about  my 
Lands,  and  knows  every  Acre  and  Nook ,  and  the  value  of  it :  1  here’s  travel. 

for  you  1  Poor  Boy.  ,  ,  ,.  ... 

Sir  Edw.  And  he, enjoys  fo  little  of  that  Eftate  he  fees,  as  to  be  impatientfor 
your  Death  :  1  dare  fwear  mine  wilhes  my  Life,  next  to  his  own.  I  have  made  i  • 
him  a  Compleat  Gentleman,  fit  to  ferve  his  Country  in  any  Capacity. 

Sir  Will.  Serve  his  Coun trey  .'  Pox  on  his  Country  :  Tis  a  Country  ot  tucn 
Knaves,  ’tis  not  worth  the  ferving :  All  thofe  who  pretend  to  ferve  it,  mean  no¬ 
thing  but  themfelves.  But  amongft  all  things,  how  came  you  to  make  him  a  - 
Fidler  always  Fluting  or  Scraping  ?  1  had  as  leive  hear  a  Jews- Harp.  _ 

Sir  Edw.  I  love  Mufick  Befides  I  would  have  young  Gentlemen  have  as, 
many  helps  to  fpend  their  time  alone  as  can  be ;  molt  of  our  Youth  are  ruin’d  t 
by  having  Time  lye  heavy  on  their  hands,  which  makes  them  run  into  any  bale 

Company  to  (hun  themfelves.  .  ^ 

Sir  Will '  And  all  this  Gentlemans  Education  is  come  to  Drinking,  Whoring, 
and  Debauchery:  E”‘er  Stnumt !°  S"  Wllliam* 

Serv.  Sir,  Mr.  Scrapeall  is  at  your  Attorneys  Chamber  in  the  Temple,  and 

ddires  to  difeourfe  you.  „  t  ,  ,  . 

Sir  Will.  Brother,  1  muft  go :  I  fhall  tell  you  when  I  fee  you  next,  what  is 

my  Bufinefs  with  him. 

Sir  Edw.  Be  fure  to  Dine  with  me. 

Sir  Will.  J  Will- -  Exeunt. 


t  22 ; 

Enter  Eelfond  Senior^  Shamwell,  Cheatly,  Hackum,  Lolpoop,  French’ Valet, 
two  Footmen,  at  the  George,  in  White- Friers. 

Cheat.  Now  thou  look’ll  like  an  Heir  indeed,  my  Lad:  when  thou  cam’ft  up 
thou  had  ft  the  Scurvy  Phiz  of  a  meer  Country  Put  —  He  did  thee  a  kindnefs  that 
took  thee  for  a  Chief  Conftable. 

Sham.  Now  thou  (hi deft,  Coufin,  like  a  true  Belfcmd ;  What  3000 1.  a  year 
entailed,  and  live  like  a  Butcher,  or  Grazier,  in  the  Country  ? 

Hack.  Give  you  joy,  noble  Sir,  now  you  look  like  a  true  Gallant  Squire. 

Lolp.  Like  a  Squire,  like  a  Puppy  by  th’  Mafs :  Odsflelh,  what  will  the  awd 
man  fay ;  he’ll  be  ft ark“  wood. 

Belf  .  Sen .  Well,  I  was  the  for(unat’ft  man  to  light  upon  filch  true,  fiich  real 
Friends  :  1  had  never  known  any  Breeding  or  Gentility  without  vou. 

lou  buried  all  your  good  parts  in  a  fordid  Swinifh  life  in  the  North. 
My  Father  kept  me  in  ignorance/and  would. have  made  a  very 
filly  Biockheadly  Put  of  me;  Why,  [  never  heard  a  Gentleman  Banter,  or  cut 
a  Sham  in  my  life  before  I  faw  you,  nor  ever  heard  fuch  ingenious  Difcourfe. 

Hack.  Nay,  the  World  know  Mr  .Cheatly,  and  Mr.  Shamwell ,  are  as  Com- 
peat  Gentlemen  as  ever  came  within  the  Fryers:  And  yet  we  have  as  fine 
'  Gentlemen  as  any  in  England ;  we  have  thofe  here  who  have  broke  for  iooooo  /. 

Bdf  Sen .  Well,  I  proteft  and  vow,  1  am  fo  very  fine,  1  do  not  know  where 
to  look  upon  my  felf  firft :  Klon’t  think  my  Lord  Mayor’s  Son  is  finer. 

Cheat •  He  is  a  Scoundrel  compar’d  to  thee;  There’s  ne’r  a  Prig?  at  Court 

out-fhines  thee.  Thou  fhalt  ftrut  in  the  Park ,  where  Counteffes  (hall  be  ena¬ 
mour  d  on  thee. 


Belf,  Sen.  I  am  overjoy  d ;  I  can  (land  no  ground  :  My  dear  friend  Cheatly: 
My  tweet  Coufin  Shamwell!  Let  me  embrace  fuch  dear,  fuch  loving  friends  / 
I  could  grow  to  you,  methinks,  and  flick  here  for  ever.  They  Embrace 

Maule  Ah  7  DCar  l°Ving  D°SS !  ThCy  l0Ve  him  by’r  Lady>  as  a  ^^loves  a 

Belf  Sen.  What’s  that  you  mutter,  Sirra  ?  Come  hither,  Sirra !  you  are  finer 
than  any  Squire  in  the  Country.  J 

Lilt:  Pox  of  finery,  I  fay  ;  yeow  maken  a  meer  Afs,  an  Owl  o’mee  :  Here 
are  Sleeves  fit  for  nought  but  a  Miller  to  fteale  with  when  he  takes  Tole  ;  and 
camnd  Curts  nere,one  cannot  dip  ones  Meat  ith’  Sawce  for  them  :  Odsflefh  give 
me  my  awd  Cloths  againe  ;  would  I  were  a  whome  in  my  Frock,  dreffing  of 
my  Geldings ;  poor  Tuts,  they  wanten  me  dearly,  J  warrant  a. 

Bdf.  Sen.  Well,  there’s  no  making  a  Whiffle  of  a  Pigs  Tail ;  This  Puppy 
ol  ?eVe" any  breeding.  Sirrah,  behold  me:  here’s  Rigging  for  you  ; 
Here  s  a  Nabb  :  you  never  faw  fuch  a  one  in  your  life. 

Cheat.  A  rum  Nab  :  it  is  a  Beaver  of  j  /. 

Belf.  Sen.  Look  you  there  Blockhead. 

Lolp.  Look  yeow  there  Blockhead  I  fay.  anfe 

Hack.  Let  me  fee  your  Porker  :  Here’s  a  Porker  ;  here’s  a  Ttlter  :  Ha  ha.’ 

°  rA°T  a  thrmZh  the  Lm£‘  ■'  Ha  ha-  Tbrufls  at  Lolpoop. 

Cheat.  It  coft  fixteen  Louydors  in  Paris . 

Hack.  Ha,  ha.  tf,  ^  Lolpoop> 


(  23  ) 

Lolp.  Hawd  vou,  hawd  you :  And  I  tak  kibbo,.  Pfi:  raddle  the  Bones  o’  thee  $ 
Ife  tell  a  that  •  for  aw  than  a  Captain  mun. 

Belf.Sen.  Look  Sirrah,  here’s  a  (how  you  Rogue  ;  Here’s  a  fight  of  Cole, 
Darby ,  the  Ready,  and  the  Rhino,  you  Rafcal,  you  underhand  me  not!  you 
Loggerhead,  you  filly  Put,  you  underhand  me  not ;  Here  are  Meggs  and  Smelts', 
I  ne’re  had  fuch  a  fight  of  my  own  in  my  life.  Here  are  more  Meggs  and  Smelts , 
you  Rogue  ;  you  underhand  me  not. 

Lolp.  By’r  Lady  not  I;  I  underhand  not  this  South-Country  fpeech  not  I. 

Belf.  Sen.  Ah  methinks  I  could  tumble  in  em.  But  dee  hear  Putt ,  Putt ,  Putt, 
Sirrah.  Here’s  a  Scont  :  What*s  a  C|j?ck  ?  What’s  a  Clock  Sirrah.  Here’s  a  Tatler ; 
Gold,  all  Gold, you  Rogue.  Look  on  my  finger  Sirrah, look  here;Here’s  a  Famble 9 
Putt ,  Putt  ;  You  don’t  know  what  a  Famble,  a  Scout  or  a  Tatler  is,  you  Putt • 

Lolp.  Fine  fights  for  my  awd  Maher;  Marry  would  (were  lent  from  Con- 
hable  to  Conhable,  and  whipt  whom  again  by*r  Lady. 

Belf.Sen.  Let’s  whett;  bring  fome  Wine.  Come  on';  I  love  /a  Whett; 
Pray  let’s  huzza;  I  love  huzzaing  mightily ;  But  where’s  your  Lady, Captain, and 
the  Blowing,  that  is  to  be  my  Natural,  my  Convenient,  my  Pure. 

Enter  Servants  with  Bottles. 

Hack.  Theyr  juh  coming  in.  Come  Betty. 

W '  .  '  ~  ■  •  •  / 

Enter  Mrs.  Hackum  and  Mrs.  Margaret. 

Mrs.  Hack.  Come  in  Mrs.  Margaret,  come.  j&f 

Marg.  I  am  (o  afham’d. 

Belf.  Senior.  Madam,  your  Servant ;  I  am  very  mpi  oblig’d  to  your  favours, 

Mrs.  Hack .  I  (hall  be  proudlW||^|Ggitleman|  like  you,  any  fervice  that  lies 
in  my  power,  as  a  Gentlewoman « 

Belf.Sen .  O  Lord,  Madam,  your  moh  humble  Servant  to  Command:  My 
pretty  Blowing  let  me  kifs  thee  .*  Thou  (halt  be  my  Natural :  I  rauft  manage 
thee.  She  is  a  Pure  Blowing*  My  pretty  Rogue — how  happy  fhall  I  be? 
Vox  o  the  Country  I  fay*  Madam  Hickum,  to  tehifie  my  gratitude,  1  make 
bold  to  Equip  you  with  fome  Meggs,  Smelts ,  Decus's  and  Georges. 

Mrs.  Hack.  I  am  your  faithful  Servant,  and  l  (hall  be  glad  of  any  occafion 
whereby  to  exprefs  how  ready  I  am  to  ferve  any  Gentleman,  or  Perfon  of  Qua¬ 
lity,  as  becomes  a  Gentlewoman  ;  and  upon  honour  Sir,  you  (hall  never  find  me 
tardy. 

Cheat.  Come  on  Sirra,  fill  up  all  the  Glafles  j  a  Health  to  this  pretty  Lady. 

Belf.  Sen .  Ay,  andi’faith  l’le  drink  it,  pretty  Rogue. 

^  Sham.  Let  them  be  Facers. 

Belf.Sen.  Facers!  What  are  thofe  ?  Nay,  give  the  Lady  and  the  Captains 
Lady  too. 

Marg .  No,  1  cannot  drink,  I  am  not  dry. 

Mrs  Hack.  Give  it  me. 

Sham.  There’s  a  Facer  for  you.  Drinks  the  Glafs  clear  off, and  puts  it  to  his  Face l 

Belf.  Sen .  Excellent  adad  .'  fome  to  our  Facers.  All  do  the  like. 


(  32  ) 


-Jt  is  the  prettied:  way  of  Drinking  :  Fill  again,  we'll  have  more  Facers.  Fiddles 

flourish  'without; 

Ha  Roys  /  the  Muficians  arc  come.  Ha  Boys,  we’ll  fmg,  dance,  roar,  fling 
|he  Ho’ufe  out  of  the  Windows  ;  and  l  will  manage  my  pretty  Natural,  my  pure 
Blowmg here.  Huzza;  My  dear  Friends,  Shamwell  and  Cheatly^  I  am  tranf. 
ported^!  My  pretty  Natural:  Kifs  me,  kifs  me.  Huzza. 

Marg.  Nay  puh,  you  do  (o  ruffle  ones  things. 

Belf.  Sen .  HI  ruffle  thee  more,  my  little  Rogue,  before  I  have  done  with  thee. 
Well,  I  fhall  never  make  you  amends,  my  dear  Friends.  Sir-rah,  Lolpoop,  is 
not  this  better  than  the  Country,  Sirrah  ?  Give  theRoguea  Facer  to  my  Miitrefs. 
Come,  fill  about  the  Facers .  Come  on,,  my  Lads,  ftand  to’t.  Huzza.  1  vow 
’tis  the  prettieft  way  of  Drinking,  never  ftir. 

Enter  four  Servants  with  four  Dijhes  of  Meat,  who  crofs  the  Stage. 

Cheat.  So  here’s  the  Prog ,  here's  the  Dinner  coming  up  ;  the  Cloath’s  laid  in 
the  next  room;  Here’s  a  noble  Dinner. 

, JSeJf.  Sen.  Ha  Boys,  we’ll  fmg  and  roar,  and  Huzza,  like  Devils. 

Enter  Sir  William  Bel  fond  at  the  Door. 

Ounds  /  Who’s  here  ?  my  Father  ?  Lolpoop ,  Lolpoop ,  hide  me  :  give  me  my 
Jcfph.  Let’s  fneak  into  the  next  Room.  •  . 

Sham.  Death:  What  fhall  we  do?  This  is  the  Bully’s  Father. 

Cheat.  Let  me  alone  :  I  warrant  you. 

Hack.  This  is  the  old  Fellow  1  had  like  to  have  had  a  Rubbers  with  in  the 
morning. 

Sir  WiF.  Is  he  fallen  into  thefe  hands  ?  Nay,  then  he’s  utterly  loft  :  His 
Eftate  is  fpent  before  he  has  it. 

Cheat.  How  now  Prigg ,  what  makes  you  come  into  our  Room  f 

Sir  Will.  I  would  fpeak  with  Squire  Belfond. 

Cheat.  Here's  no  fuch  man. 

Sir  Will.  Oh  Bully,  are  you  there?  and  my  ungracious  Kinfman  too?  would 
you  bring  my  Son  to  the  Gallows  /  you  molt  notorious  feducer  of  young  heirs, 
Iknowyoutoo.  1  warrant  you  I’ll  keep  my  dear  Boy  in  the  Country  far 
enough  from  your  Clutches.  In  fhort,  I  wou’d  (peak  with  my  Rebellious  Town- 
Son,  who  is  here,  and  befpoke  this  great  Dinner. 

Ch  at.  bantering.  Why  look  you  Sir,  according  to  your  Aftertion  of  things 
doubtful  in  themlelves  ;  you  muft  be  forc’d  to  grant  that  whatfoever  may  be, 
may  alfo  as  well  not  be,  in  their  own  eflential  differences  and  degrees. 

Sir  Will.  What  fluff’s  this  ?  Where’s  my  Son  ? 

Cheat.  Your  Queftion  confifts  of  two  terms :  the  one  ubi,  where  :  But  of  that 
I  fhall  fay  nothing,  becaure  here  is  no  Son,  nor  any  thing  belonging’ to  you,  to 
be  the  fubjeft  matter  of  debate,  at  this  time ;  forafmuch  as — 

Sir  Will.  Do  you  hear  me  Sir,  let  me  fee  my  Son  ;  and  offer  to  banter  me,  or 
(ham  me  once  more,  and  I  will  cut  your  Throat,  and  Cudgel  your  brace  of 
Cowards. 

Cheat .  Nay  then  t  is  time  to  take  a  courfc  with  you-  Help,  help;  -an  Arreft, 
an  Arreft  a  Barly,  a  Baily.  „  , 


Hack.  &  Sham.  An  Arreft,  an  Arreft. 

Sir  Will.  You  Dogs  ?  Am  I  a  Baily  ? 

Cheap.  You  (hall  be  us’d  like  one,  you 
old  Trigg.  An  Arreft. 

Sir  Will.  Impudent  Dogs !  I  muft  run, 
or  I  (hall  be  pull’d  in  pieces.  Help,  help, 
an  Arreft,  an  Arreft. 

Cheat.  Sham.  Hack,  in  the  ftreet.  Stop,  ftop, 
Sir  William  runs ,  the  Rabble  purfue 


All  cry  out  an  Arreft  :  Drdwqrs 
fni  feme  of  the  Rabble  come  in 
and  join  with  the  Cryy  whth  gets 
into  the  ftrect ;  there  they  cry  out 
too  :  He  joins  the  Cry ,  and  runs m 
away  :  Cheat.  Sham.  Hack. 
Drawers  follow  him ,  and  cry 
eut ,  ftopj  ftop ,  a  Baily. 
a  Baily,  a  Baily. 
him  crofs  the  Stage. 


ACT  III.  SCENE  I 

»»■  - - - - - 


Enter  Mrs.  Termagant  and  her  Brother. 

Term.  A  S  1  told  you,  I  have  had  a  Child  by  him  ;  he  is  my  Husband  by 
ix  ContfaCt  ;  and  cafts  me  off;  Has  diftionour’d  me,  and  made  me 
infamous.  Shall  you  think  to  Game  and  Bully  about  the  Town,  and  not  vin¬ 
dicate  the  honour  of  your  Family  ?  - 

Brother.  No  man  (hall  dare  to  diftionour  our  Family. 

Enter  Bel  fond  Junior. 

Term.  If  you  do  not  cut  his  Throat,  you  11  be  kickt  up  and  down  for  a 
Damn’d  Coward  :  And  befides  you  (hall  never  fee  a  penny  of  mine  more. 

Brother .  I’ll  fight  him  an  he  be  above  ground. 

Term.  There,  there’s  the  Tray  tor,  walking  before  his  Unkles  door;  Be 
fure  difpatch  him  :  On,  I’ll  withdraw  Exit. 

Brother .  Do  you  hear  Sir,  do  you  know  Mrs.  Termagant } 

Belf  Jun.  What  makes  you  ask  fuch  a  familiar  queftion  Sit  ? 

Brother.  I  am  her  Brother. 

Belf.  Jun.  Berhaps  fo ;  Well,  I  do  ?  What  then  Sir? 

Brother.  Ours  is  as  ancient  a  Family  as  any  in  England ,  l bo  perhaps  unfortu¬ 
nate  at  prefent :  The  Termagants  came  in  with  the  Conqueror. 

Belf.  Jun.  It  may  be  fo  :  1  am  no  Herald. 

BrotJjer.  And  do  you  think  you  fhall  difhonour  this  Family,  and  debauch  my 
Sifter  unchaftiz’d  ?  you  are  contracted  to  her, and  have  lain  with  her. 

Belf,  Jun.  Look  you  Sir,  I  fee  what  you  would  be  at :  She’s  mad,  and  puts 
you  upon  this  :  Let  me  advife  you,  ’tis  a  foolifn  quarrel. 

Brother.  You  debauch’d  her,  and  have  ruin’d  her.  ,  * 

Belf  Jun .  ’Tis  falffr;  the  fillieft  Coxcombly  Beau  in  Town  had  the  firft  of  her. 

Brother.  You  have  had  a  Child  by  her. 

Belf  Jun .  Then  I  hayc  added  one  to  your  Ancient  Family  that  came  in  with 

E  -  the 


the  Normans :  Prithee  do  not  provoke  me  to  take  away  one  from  it. 

Brother .  You  are  contracted  to  her;  and  if  you  will  marry  her  I  will  fa  ve 
your  life. 

Belf  Jun.  Tis  a  Lye;  I  am  not  contracted  to  her :  Be  gone,urgeme  no  more. 

Brother.  Draw. 

Belf.  Jun.  Have  at  you.  .  Enter  Sir  Edward  Belfond; 

Sir  Edw.  Hold,  hold :  Oh  jny  Son,  Belf.  firikes  up  his  heels  and  difarms  him • 
my  Son  /  What’s  the  matter  l  my  dear  Son,  art  thou  not  hurt  l  let  me  fee. 

Belf.  Jun.  No  Sir,  not  at  all,  dear  Sir.  Here  take  your  Sword,  and  be  gone  : 
Next  time  you  come  to  trouble  me,  I’ll  cut  your  throat.  Exit  Brother. 

Sir  Edw.  What’s  the  matter,  dear  Ned  ?  This  is  about  fome  Wench  I  warrant. 

Belf.  Jun.  ’Tis  a  Brother  of  that  furious  Wench  you  faw  Sir  ;  her  violent 
Love  is  converted  into  hatred. 

Sir  Edw.  You  young  fellows  will  never  get  Knowledge  but  at  your  own  coft, 
the  Precepts  of  the  old  weigh  nothing  with  you. 

Belf  Jun.  Your  precepts  have  been  ever  facred  to  me;  and  fo  fhallyour  ex¬ 
ample  be  henceforward  :  You  are  the  beft  of  men  ;  the  beft  of  Fathers  ;  I  have* 
as  much  honour  for  you  as  I  can  have  for  humane  Nature ;  And  i  love  you  ten 
thoufand  times  above  my  life. 

Sir  Edw.  Dear  Ned,  thou  art  the  greateft  joy  I  have  :  And  believe  thy  Fa¬ 
ther,  and  thy  Friend,  there’s  nothing  but  Anxiety  in  Vice  :  I  am  not  ftreight 
Lac’d  ;  but  when  I  was  young,  I  nc’r  knew  any  thing  gotten  by  Wenching, 
but  Duels,  Claps,  and  Baftards:  And  every  drunken  fit  is  a  fhort  madnefs,  that 
cuts  off  a  good  part  of  Life. 

Belf.  Jun.  You  have  Reafon  sir,  and  {hall  ever  be  my  Oracle  hereafter. 

Sir  Edw.  ’Tis  time  now  to  take  up,  and  think  of  being  fomething  in  the 
World  :  See  then,  my  Son,  tho  thou  (houldft  not  be  over  bufie,  to  fide  with 
Parties  and  with  Factions,  yet  that  thou  takeft  a  care  to  make  fome  figure  in  the 
World,  and  to  fuftain  that  part  thy  Fortune,  Nature  and  thy  Education  fit 
thee  for. 

Belf.  Jun.  Your  wife  advice  I’ll  ftrive  to  follow  ;  But  I  muft  confefs,  I  am 
moft  pallionately  in  Love,  and  am  with  your  confent,  refolv’d  to  Marry  :  Tho* 
I  will  perifh  ere  Ido’t  without  it. 

Sir  Edw.  Be  fure  to  know  the  humour  of  the  Woman  ;  you  run  a  mighty  ha¬ 
zard  :  But  if  you  be  valiant  enough  to  venture,  ( which,  1  mult  confefs,  I  never 
was,)  I’ll  leave  it  to  your  own  choice :  I  know  you  have  fo  much  honour,  you 
will  do  nothing  below  your  felf. 

Belf.  Jun.  1  doubt  not  of  your  Approbation ;  but  till  I  can  be  fure  of  obtain¬ 
ing  her  *:  Pardon  me  if  1  conceal  her  Name. 

Enter  Sir  William  Belfond. 

Sh  Edw.  Your  Father  comes,  retire  a  little  within  hearing,  till  I  foften  him 
fomewhat:  He  is  much  mov’d,  as  he  always  is,  I  think.  He  retires. 

Sir  Will.  Now  Brother,  as  I  was  faying,  I  can  convince  you,  your  Son,  your 
Darling,  whom  you  long  havefofter’d  in  his  Wickednefs,  is  become  the  moft 
profligate  of  all  Rafoals. 

Sir  Edw.  Still  upon  this  fubjeCt. 


Sir 
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Sir  Will .  *Tis  very  well ;  my  Mouth  muft  be  ftopt,  and  your  Ears :  ’Tis 
wondrous  well,  But  I  have  had  much  ado  to  efcape  with  life,  from  him,  and 
his  Notorious  fellow  Rogues  ;  As  1  told  you  when  I  had  found  that  the  Rogue 
was  with  his  Wicked  Afiociates,  at  the  George  \x\White -Fryers  ;  when  they  law! 
was  refolv’d  to  fee  my  Son,  and  was  rough  with  ’em,  Cbeatly  and  his  Rogues 
fct  up  a  Cry  againft  me  •  An  Arreft  !  aBaily  ;  An  Arreft  :  The  Mobile,  and  all 
the  Rakehells  in  the  Houfe,  and  there  about  the  Streets  aflembled  ;  I  run,  and 
they  had  a  fairCourfe  after  me  into  Fleetflreet 5  thanks  to  the  Vigour  I  have  left, 
my  Heels  havefav’d  my  life  ;  Your  Infamous  Rogue  would  have  fuffered  me  to 
have  been  facrific’d  to  the  Rabble. 

Sir  Edw.  Ha  ha  ha,  very  pretty  i’faith;  it  runs  very  well  :  Gan  you  tellVit 
over  again  think  you  ? 

Sir  Will.  Ounds !  Am  I  become  your  Scorn  ?  Your  Laughter? 

Sir  Edw .  Ned,  You  hear  all  this  ?  Belf.  Jun.  appears. 

Belfjun.  Yes  ;  and  ana  diftrafted  to  know  the  meaning  of  it. 

Sir  Will.  Vile  Parricide  .'  Are  you  gotten  here  before  me  ?  You  are  monftrous 
nimble  Sir. 

Belf.  Jun.  By  all  the  Powers  of  Heaven!  I  never  was  at  the  George  in  my  life- 

Sir  Will.  Oh  then  they  ftay  for  you,  you  have  not  yet  been  there  ;  you’ll 
lofey  our  Dinner,  ’tisferved  up---Vile  Wretch. 

Belf.  Jun.  All  this  is  Crofs-purpofes  tome.-  I  came  to  my  Unkles  Houfe 
from  my  own  Lodgings  immediately ;  when  you  were  pleas’d  to  banilh  me  your 
prefence,  and  here  have  been  ever  fince. 

Sir  Will.  Nay,  he  that  will  be  a  through  Villain,  muft  be  a  compleat  Lyer  : 
Were  not  you  even  now  with  your  AllociateRafcals  at  the  George  ? 

Belf.  Jun.  No,  by  Heaven  !  Nor  was  I  ever  in  the  Company  of  aiiv  of  that 
Gang  :  I  know  their  Infamy  too  well,  to  be  acquainted  with  their  Peribns. 

Sir  Will.  I  am  not  Drunk,  nor  Mad  ;  but  you  will  make  me  one  of  them. 

Belf.  Jun.  Thefe  Rafcals  have  gotten  fbme  body  to  Perfonate  me  ;  and  are 
undoubtedly,  carrying  on  fome  Cheat  in  my  Name. 

S  r  Edw.  Brother  it  muft  be. 

Sir  Will.  Yes,  yes,  no  doubt  it  muft  be  fb  :  And  I  muft  be  in  a  Dream  all  this 
while,  I  muft. 

Sir  Edw.  You  fay  vour  felf,  you  did  not  fee  my  Son  there. 

S  r  Will.  No,  he  was  too  nimble  for  me,  and  got  out  lome  back  way,  to  be 
.here  before  me ;  fo  to  face  down  the  truth. 

Belf.  Jun.  I’ll  inftantly  go  thither,  and  difeover  this  Impofture,  that  I  may 
fufter  no  longer  for  the  faults  of  others. 

Sir  Edw.  Dine  firft  :  My  Dinners  ready. 

Belf.  Jun .  Your  pardon  Sir,  I  will  go  inftantly  .-  1  cannot  reft  till  I  have  done 
my  felf  tight. 

Sir  Edw.  Let’s  in,  and  difeourfe  of  this  matter :  Brother,  I  muft  fay  this,  I 
never  took  him  in  a  Lye  fince  he  could  fpeak. 

Sir  Will.  Took  him :  No,  nor  ever  will  take  him  in  any  thing. 

Sir  Edw.  Let’s  in — and  fend  your  own  Man  with  him. 
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Sir  Will.  It  fhall  be  fo,  tho’  I  am  convinc’d  already.  Is  there  any  of  the 
Name  but  you,  and  1,  and  my  two  Sons  in  England l 

Belf.  Jun.  Be  pleas’d  to  fend  my  Footmen  out  to  me,  Sir. 

Sir  Ediv.  Have  a  care  of  a  Quarrel,  and  bringing  the  Alfatians  about  your 
Ears.  Come  Brother.  Ex.  Sir  Edw.  and  Sir  Will. 

Enter  Lucia  runnings  Termagant  purfuing  hen 

hue.  Help,  help,  help. 

-  Term.  Now  I  have  found  you,  you  little  Whore — I’ll  make  you  an  Example. 

Luc.  Oh  Lord!  Are  you  here/  Save  me,  fave  me,  this  Barbarous  Woman 
threatens  to  mdrder  me  for  your  fake. 

Belf.  Jun.  Save  thee,  Dear  Mifs  :  That  I  would  at  the  peril  of  my  Life: 
No  danger  fhou’d  make  me  quit  thee,  Cannons,  nor  Bombs. 

: Term .  Damn’d  falfe  fellow  :  I’ll  take  a  time  to  flit  her  Nofe. 

Luc .  Oh  Heaven  /  fhe’Il  kill  me. 

Belf.  Jun.  Thou  Devil:  In  thy  propereft  fh  ape  of  Furious,  and  Malicious 
Woman  :  Refolve  to  leave  off  this  Courfe  this  moment,  or  by  Heaven  HI  lay 
thee  faft  in  Bedlam :  Had’ft  thou  fifty  brothers,  Yd  fight  with  them  all,  in  defence 
of  this  dear  pretty  Mils.. 

Luc.  Dear  kind  Creature  /  This  fweetlove  of  thine,  methinks  does  make  me 
valiant,  and  l  fear  her  not  fo  much. 

Enter  Roger,  and  his  two  Footmen. 

Belf.  Jun.  Dear  pretty  Mils,  iTl  be  thy  fafeguard. 

Term.  Thou  falfcft,  bafeft  of  thy  Sex  ;  look  to  fee  thy  Child  fent  thee  in  pie¬ 
ces,  bak’d  in  a  Pye,  for  fo  1  will. 

Belf.  Jun.  Though  thou  hat’ft  every  thing  living  befides  thy  felf ;  yet  thou 
haft  too  much  tendernefs  for  thy  own  perfon  to  bring  it  to  the  Gallows  ;  offer 
to  follow  us  one  ftep,  and  Hi  fet  the  Rabble  upon  thee  •  come  my  dea* 
Child.  Exeunt. 

Term.  Thou  (halt  be  dogg’d  ;  and  I’ll  know  who  fhe  is  ;  Oh  Revenge,  Re¬ 
venge  ;  if  thou  doft  not  exceed,  thou  equall’ft  all  the  Extafies  of  Love.  Exit. 'term. 

Enter  Cheatly,  and  Shamwell. 

Cheat.  Thus  far  our  Matters  go  fwimmingly  ;  our  Squire  is  as  Debauch’d, 
and  Prodigal,  as  we  can  wifh. 

Slocm.  I  told  you,  all  England  could  not  afford  an  Heir  like  this  for  our  pur- 
pofe,  but  we  muft  keep  him  always  hot. 

Cheat.  That  will  be  eafie  ;  we  made  him  fo  Devilifh  Drunk  the  firft  two  or 
three  days,  the  leaft  Bumper  will  warm  his  addle  Head  afrefh  at  any  time  ;  He 
paid  a  great  Fine  ;  and  may  fit  at  a  little  Rent ;  1  muft  be  gone  for  a  moment ; 
our  Suffolk  Heir  is  Nabb’d,  for  a  fmall  bufinefs  ;  and  I  muft  find  him  fome  Sham- 
bail  iee  the  Captain  performs  his  Charge.  Exit . 

Enter  Hackum. 

Sham.  Here  he  comes.  See,  Captain,  you  make  that  blockhead  Drunk,  and 
do  as  we  direfted. 

Hack.  He’s  almoft  Drunk,  and  we  are  in  readinefs  for  him  ;  the  Squire  is  re¬ 
tir’d  with  his  Natural,  fo  fond. 

Sham.  ?Tis  well ;  about  your  bufinefs  ;  HI  be  with  you  foon.  Exit.  Shamwell. 
,  -  -  Enter 
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Enter  Lolpoop. 

Hack.  Come  on,  Mr.  Lolpoop  :  You  and  i’ll  he  mery  by  our  felves. 

Lolpoop.  lmuft  needs  fay  Captain,  yeow  are  a  Civil  Gentleman,  but  yeow- 
han  given  me  fo  many  Bumpers  :  I  am  meet  Drunken  already. 

Hack.  Come  on>l  warrant  you  :  Here’s  a  Bumper  to  the  Squire’s  Lady. 

Lolp.  With  ail  my  Heart.  Enter  Betty. 

Hack.  Oh  Mrs.  Betty ,  art  thou  come  ?  I  Pent  for  this  pretty  Rogue  to  keep 
you  Company  :  She’s  as  pretty  a  Company-keeper  as  any’s  in  the  triers. 

Lolp.  Ods-flefh,  what  ihou’d  I  do  in  Company  with  Gentlewomen ;  ’Tis 
not  for  fuch  Fellee’s  as  I. 

Hack  Have  Courage  Man ;  You  (hall  have  her  ;  and  never  want  fuch  a  one 
while  I  am  your  Friend. 

Lolp.  O  Lord  I .'  Do  yeow  know  what  yeow  faen, 

Bett.  A  Proper,  Handfome  Gentleman,  I  fwear. 

Lolp.  Who  I,  no,  no  ;  What  done  yeow  mean  forfooth  ? 

Bett.  I  vow,  1  have  not  feen  a  handfbmer  •  So  proper,  fo  well  fliap’d  1 
Lolp.  Oh  Lord,  I I !  Yeow  jeern  me  naw. 

Hack.  Why  dont  you  falute  her,  Man  ? 

Lolp.  Who  I  ?  By  the  Mafs,  I  dare  not  be  fo  bold  ;  What  I  kifs  fuch  a  fine 
Gentlewoman  ? 

Hack.  Kits,  Kifs  her  Man  ;  This  Town  affords  us  fuch  every  where  l  You’ll 
hate  the  Countrey  when  you  fee  a  little  more  ;  Kifs  her  I  fay, 

Lolp.-  lam  fo  hala;  1  am  afham’d. 

Bett.  What  muft  1  do  it  to  you  then  ? 

Lolp.  Oh  rare  !  By  th*  Mafs !  Whoo  Kiffes  daintily  ;  And  whoo  has  a  Breath 
like  a  Caw. 

Hack.  Come,  tother  Bumper ;  To  her  Health  let  this  be,  Here’s  to  you. 
Lolp.  Thanka;  forfooth  and  yeow  pleafen.  Drinks  to  her. 

Bett.  Yes,  any  thing  that  you  do,  will  pleafe  me. 

Lolp.  Capt.  Gapt.  What  done  yeow  leave  me  l  Hack .fieals  out  and  leaves 

Bett.  What  are  you  affraid  of  me  ?  them  together. 

Lolp.  Nay,  By’r  Lady  :  1  am  afhamd,  who’s  farinely  a  pratty  Lafs  !  Marry. 
Ben.  A  Handfome  Man,  and  afham’d  !  She  edges  nearer  to  him . 

Lolp.  Who  I,  aHandfom  Mon!  Nay,  Nay. 

Bett.  A  Lovely*  Man,  I  vow  :  I  cannot  forbear  KifiTng  you. 

Lolp.  O  dear ;  5tis  your  goodnefs  ;  Ods-flefh,  whoo  Loves  me!  who’ll  make 
me  ftark  wood  e’en  naw  ;  An  yeow  kiffen  me,  By’r  Lady,  l’s  kifs  yeow. 

Bett.  What  care  I? 

Lolp.  Looka  there  naw!  Waunds,  whoo’s  a  Dainty  Lafs,  pure  white  and  red  J 
And  moft  of  the  London  Laffes  are  pure  white  and  red  ;  Welly  aw  alike  \  and  I 
had 'her  in  fome  Nook.  Ods-flefh,  I  fay  no  more. 

Bett.  i’ll  flay  no  longer,  fare wel.  "  She  retires. 

Lolp .  Nay,  i’s  not  leave  a  foo ;  Marry  whoo’s  a  Gallant  Lais. 

Ex.  following  her. 
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Enter  Hackum. 

Hack.  So,  he’s  caught:  This  will  take  him <jff  from  teazing  his  Mafter  with 
his  damn’d  good  Counfel. 

\Enter  Cheatly,  and  Sham well. 

Cheat.  1  have  tent  our  Aljatian  Attoray,  and  as  Subftantial  Bail  as  can  be 
widi’d  for  the  Redemption  of  our  Suffolk  Caravan  ;  he’s  ripe  for  another  Judg¬ 
ment,  he  begins  to  want  the  Ready  much. 

Sham.  S  crape  all  \s  provided  for  him  :  How  now  Captain,  what’s  become  of 
your  Blockhead  ? 

Hack.  He’s  nibling  at  the  Bait:  He’ll  fwallow  prefently. 

Cheat.  But  hark  you,  Shamwell !  1  have  chofen  the  fubtleft  and  handfomeft 
Wench  about  this  Town  for  the  great  Fortune  I  intend  to  beftow  .this  hopeful 
Kinfmanof  yours  upon  :  ’Tis  Mrs.  'Termagant ,  his  Brothers  Gaft  Miftrefs,  who 
refents  her  being  left  to  that  degree,  thattho’  fhe  mediates  all  the  revenge,  be- 
1  fides,  that  Womans  Nature  is  capable  of  againft  him  :  Yet  her  Heart  leapt  for 
joy  at  this  deftgn  of  Marrying  his  Elder  Brother ;  If  it  were  for  nothing  but  to 
plagtie  the  younger,  iand  take  place  of  his  Wife. 

Sham.  I  have  feen  her:  She  will  perfonatea  Town  Lady  of  Quality  admira¬ 
bly,  and  be  as  Haughty  and  Impertinent  as  the  belt  of  ’em  :  Is  the  Lodging, 
and  Plate,  and  things  ready  for  her  ? 

Cheat .  It  is,  fhe  comes  there  this  Afternoon ;  fhe  has  fether  Hand  to  a  goodly 
fwinging  Judgment ;  and  thou  and  I  will  divide  my  Lad  :  And  now,  all  we 
have  to  do,  is  to  preferve  him  to  our  felves  from  any  other  Correfponde'nce, 
and  at  down-right  Enmity  with  his  Father,  and  Brother  ;  And  we  muff  keep 
him  continually  hot,  as  they  do  a  Glafs-Houfe,  or  our  work  will  go  backward. 

Enter  Belfond  Senior,  Mrs.  Margaret,  Mrs.  Hackum,  and  his  Servant j. 

Belf.  Sen.  Oh  my  dear  Friend  and  Couiin  ;  tread  upon  my  Neck :  Make  me 
your  Footftool,  you  have  made  me  a  happy  Man  to  know  Plenty  and  Pleafure, 
good  Company,  good  Wine,  Mufick,  Fine  Women  ;  Mrs.  Hackum  Mnd  1  have 
been  at  Bumpers  hand  to  fift ;  Here’s  my  pretty  Natural,  my  dear  pretty 
Rogue  ;  Adad,  {he’s  a  Rare  Creature,  a  Delicious  Creature  /  And  between  you 
and  I,  dear  Friend,  fhe  has  all  her  Goings  as  well  as  e’er  a  Blowing  in  Chrifien - 
dom  ;  Pear  Madam  Hackum ,  I  am  infinitely  oblig’d  to  you. 

Mrs.  Hack.  I  am  glad.  Sir,  fhe  gives  your  Worfhip  content,  Sir. 

Belf.  Sen.  Content;  Ah  my  pretty  Rogue Pox  o’  the  Country,  I  fay,  Capt. 
Capt.  here;  Let  me  Equip  you  with  a  Quid. 

Hack.  Noble  Squire  ;  I  am  your  Spaniel-Dog. 

Belf.  Sen.  ’Pox  o’  the  Country,  I  fay  ;  The  beft  Team  of  Horfes  my  Father 
has,  fhall  not  draw  me  thither  agen. 

Sham.  Be  firm  to  your  Re/blution,  and  thou’lt  be  happy.  1 

Cheat.  If  you  meet  either  your  Father,  or  Brother,  or  any  from  thofe  Prig- 
ffers,  lfick  up  thy  Countenance,  or  thou  art  ruin’d,  my  Son  ofPromife,  my 
brisk  Lad  in  remainder,  when  one  ofem  approaches  thee,  we’ll  all  pulldown 
our  Hats,  and  cry  bow  wow. 

Belf  Sen.  1  warrant  you ;  I  am  harden’d,  I  knew  my  Brother  in  the  Country, 
but  they  fhant  (haga  me,  they  fhall  find  me  a  fmoaky  Thief ;  1  vow  twill  be ' 
a  very  pretty  way;  Bow  wow  1  warrant  thee  111  dort. 

Enter 


Enter  Belfond  Junior,  two  Footmen ,  and  Roger. 

Who  the  Devil’s  here  /  Your  Brother,  Courage. 

Cheat .  Courage,  be  rough  and  haughty  my  Bumpkin. 

Belf  Sen.  Hey,  where  are  all  my  Servants  •  call’em  in.  Capt.  calls  *em2 

Belf.Jun.  Who  is  that  in  this  Houfe  here,  who  ufurps  my  Name,- and  is 
call’d  Squire  Belfond  ? 

Belf.  Sen .  One  who  is  called  fo  without  ufurping.  Bow  vow. 

Belf.  Jun.  Brother,  Death  do  I  Dream  '  Can  l  truft  my  Senles  !  Is  this  my 
Brother  l 

Belf.  Sen.  Ay,  ay,  I  know  I  am  Tranfmography’d  ;  but  I  am  your  very 
Brother,  Ned.  T 

Belf.Jun.  Could  you  be  (b  unkind,  to  come  to  Town,  and  not  fee  your 
neared:  Kindred,  your  Unkle,  and  my  felt? 

Belf  Sen .  1  would  not  come  to  difgrace  you,  till  my  Equipage  was  all  ready. 
Hey,  LaMarr ,  is  my  Coach  at  the  Gate  next  to  the  Green-Dragon  ? 

Valet.  Ouj  Monfieur.  V(y 

Belf.  Sen.  But  I  was  refolv’d  to  give  you  a  Vifit  to  Morrow  Morning. 

Belf  Jun.  I  fhould  have  been  glad  to  have  feen  you  any  where  but  here^ 

Belf.  Sen.  But  here  . 7  Why ’tis  as  good  a  Tavern,  as  any’s  in  Town.  Sirrah, 
fill  fome  Bumpers  :  Here  Brother,  here’s  a  Facer  to  you  ;  Well  Huzza,  call  in 
the  Fidlers. 

Belf  Jun.  I  am  ftruck  with  Aftonifhment :  Not  all  Ovid's  Met  amor phofs  can 
fhew  fuch  a  one  as  this. 

Belf  Sen.  I  fee  you  wonder  at  my  change  :  What  would  you  never  have  a 
Man  learn  breeding  Adad  ?  Should  I  always  be  kept  a  Country  Bubble ,  a  Cara* 
van,  a  Meer  Butt:  I  am  brave  and  bowfy. 

Belf.  Jun.  Slife !  He  has  got  the  Cant  too. 

Belf.  Sen.  1  fhall  be  Clear  by  and  by  :  T’other  Bumper,  brother. 

Belf.  Jun.  No:  I’ll  drink  no  more;  I  hate  drinking  between  Meals. 

Belf  Sen.  Oh  Lord!  OLord'  hate  drinking  between  Meals !  What  Company 
do  you  keep  ?  But  ’tis  all  one.  Here  brother,  pray  falute  this  pretty  Rogue  : 

I  mannage  her,  fhe  is  my  Natural ,  my  pure  Blowing ;  I  am  refolv’d  to  be  like  a 

Gentleman  and  keep,  brother. 

Belf  Jun.  A  thorough-pac’d  White-Friers  man  !  afide . 

I  never  refufe  to  kifs  a  pretty  Woman.  Salutes  her; 

Belf.  Sen.  This  is  Mrs.  Hackum  ;  I  am  much  oblig’d  to  her  :  Pray  falute  her.-  . 

Belf.  Jun.  What  a  Pox  /  Will  he  make  me  kifs  the  Bawd  too. 

Belf.  Sen.  Brother,  now  pray  know  thefe  Gentlemen  here ;  they  are  the  pret¬ 
tied:  Wits  that  are  in  Town  :  And  between  you  and  I  brother,  brave  gallant, 
fellows,  and  the  bed:  friends  I  ever-  had  in  my  life  :  This  is  Mr.  Cheath,  and  - 
this  my  Coufm  Shamwell . 

Belf.  Jun •  I  know  ’em,  and  am  acquainted  with  their  worth. 

Cheat.  Your  humble  Servant,  fweet  Sir. 

Sham.  Your  Servant  Coufin. 

Belf.  Sen.  And  this  is  my  dear  Friend  Captain  Hackum  :  There  is  not  a  bra¬ 
ver  fellow  Under  the  Sun. 
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Belf.  Jan.  By  Heaven,  a  down-right  Alfatian. 

Betf.Sen .  Come  Muficians,  ftrike  up;  andfing  the  Catch  the  Captain  gave 
you,  and  well  all  join  i’faith.  We  can  be  merry  brother,  and  we  can  roar. 

Hack.  ’Tis  a  very  pretty  magnanimous  military  bufinefs  upon  the  Vi&ory 
in  Hungary. 

Hark ,  how  the  Duke  of  Lorrain  c*mes, 

The  brave  Vi  ft  or  tow  Soul  of  War  ; 

With  Trumpets  and  with  Kettle  Drums , 

Like  Thunder  rolling  from  afar . 

On  the  Left  Wing  the  conquering  Horfe 
The  brave  Bavarian  Duke  does  lead  \ 

Th'efe  Heroes  with  united!  force. 

Fill  all  the  Turkijh  Hofi  with  dread . 

Their  bright  Caparifons  behold  ; 

Rich  Habits ,  Streamers ,  Shining  Arms, 

The  glittering  Steel  and  burnijbt  Gold ; 

The  pomp  of  War  with  all  its  Charms . 

With  folemn  March ,  and  fatal  pace. 

They  bravely  on  the  Foe  prefs  on  ; 

The  Cannons  roar ,  the  Shot  takes  place , 

Whilfi  Smoke  and  Dufi  obfeure  the  Sun* 

The  Hcrfes  Neigh ,  the  Souldiers  Jhout , 

And  now  the  furious  Bodies  joyn , 

The  J laughter  rages  all  about, 

And  men  in  groans  their  Blood  refign . 

The  Weapons  Clafi,  the  Roaring  Drum , 

With  Clanger  of  the  Trumpets  found, 

The  bowls  and  yells  of  men  orecome , 

And  from  the  Neighbouring  Hills  rebound . 

Now,  now  the  Inf  dels  give  place, 

Then  all  in  Routs  they  headlong  fly, 

Heroes  in  Dufipurjac  the  Chace, 

While  deafmng  Clamors  rend  the  Sky. 

Belf  Sen.  You  fee  brother,  what  Company  I  keep :  What’s  the  matter  you 
are  melancholy. 

Belf.  Jm .  I  am  not  a  little  troubled  brother,  to  find  you  in  fuch  curfed  Com¬ 
pany. 

.  L  \  .d  *  •  •-  *  •  •  r  ffl  *  +T 

'  Belf. 
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:  Self.  Sen.  Hold  Brother,  if  you  love  your  life  :  They  arc  all  ftout^  but  that 
lame  Captain  has  kill’d  his  five  men„ 

Belf  Jun.  Stout  fay  you  ?  Tins  fellow  Cheatly  is  the  moft  notorious  Rafcal 
and  Cheat  that  ever  was  out  of  a  Dungeon  ;  This  Kinfman  a  moft  filly  bubble 
firft,  and  afterwards  a  betrayer  of  young  Heirs,  of  which  they  have  not  ruin’d 
lefs  than  two  hundred,  and  made  them  run  out  their  Eftates  before  they  came  to 

them. 

Belf.  Sen.  Brother,  do  you  love  your  Life  ?  The  Captain’s  a  Lyon  ! 

Belf  Jun.  An  Afs  is  he  not  ?  He  is  a  Ruffian,  and  Cock- bawd  to  that  Hen. 

Cheat.  If  you  were  not  the  brother  to  sny  deareft  friend,  I  know  what  my 
honour  would  prompt  me  to.*  Walks  in  a  huff.- 

Sham.  My  dear  Coufin,  thou  (halt  now  find  how  entirely. I  am  thine  :  My 
Honour  will  not  let  me  ftrikethy  brother. 

Hack.  But  that  the  punctilio’s  of  Honour  are  facred  to  me;  which  tell  me  no¬ 
thing  can  provoke  me  againft  the  brother  of  my  noble  friend,  I  had  whiff  him 
through  the  Lunrs  e’re  this. 

Belf.  Sen.  Well,  never  man  met  with  fuch  true,  filch  loving  Friends. 

Belf.  Jun.  Look  you  brother,  will  this  convince  you,  that  you  are  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  Fools,  Knaves,  Scoundrels  and  Cowards. 

Belf.  Sen.  Fools  !  nay  there  1  am  fure  you  are  out :  They  are  all  deep,  they 
are  very  deep  and  fharp  ;  fharp  as  Needles,  adad  ;  the  wittieft  men  in  England* 
Here’s  Mr.  Cheatly  in  the  firft  place  fhall  Sham  and  Banter  with  you,  or  any  one 
you  will  bring  for  5-00/.  of  my  Money. 

Belf.  Jun.  Rafcally  ftuff ;  fit  for  noplaces  but  Ram-alley,  or  Tye-Cornsr. 

Belf.  Sen.  Perfwade  me  to  that;  They  are  the  merrieit  Companions,  and  the 
trueft  Friends  to  me  :  ’Tis  well  for  you  adad,  that  they  are  fo ,  for  they  are  all 
-of  them  as  ftout  as  HeBor. 

Belf.  Jun.  This  is  moft  amazing. 

Sham.  Did  1  not  tell  you  he  would  envy  your  condition  ;  and  be  verv  angry 
with  us  that  put  you  into’t. 

Cheat .  He  muft  needs  be  a  kind  brother :  We  prove  our  (elves  your  true 
Friends;  and  have  that  refpeft  for  your  blood,  that  we  will  let  none  of  it  out, 
where-e’re  we  meet  it  upon  any  caufe. 

Belf.  Sen.  You  fee  brother,  how  their  Love  prevails  over  their  Valour. 

Belf.  Jun.  Their  Valour  /  Look  you  brother,  here’s  Kicks  Cheatly 

Valour.  -and  Shsmw.. 

Cheat.  I  Underftand  honour  and  breeding,  befides  I  have  been  let  blood  to 
day. 

Sham.  Nothing  fhall  make  me  trangrefs  the  Rules  of  Honour  I  fay. 

Belf.  Jun.  Here.1  Where  are  you.'’  Sirrah;  Kill-  Takes  Hackum  by 

Cow.  ■  '  theKcfe ,  and  leads  him. 

Hack.  ’Tis  no  matter;  I  know  Honour  ;  1  know  pun&ilio’s  10  a  hair.  You 
owe  yourlife  to  your  brother,  befides,  J  am  to  be  fecor.d  to  a  dear  Friend,  and 
preferve  my  vigour  for  his  fervice  ;  but  for  all  that,  were  he  not  your  brother— 

Belf.  Jun.  Will  not  this  convince  you,  brother,  of  their  Cowardice  ? 

Belf  Sen.  No,  I  think  not  j  for  1  am  fure  they  are  Valiant ;  this  convinces  me 

F  of 
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of  their  refpeft  and  friendfhip  tome  :  My  beft  friends,  let  me  embrace  you: 
A  thoufand  thanks  to  you. 

Bejf.  Jun.  I  will  redeem  him  yet  from  thefe  Rafcals  if  I  can  ;  You  are  upon 
the  brink  ofruine,  if  you  go  not  off  with  me,  and  reconcile  your  felf  to  my  Fa¬ 
ther  ;  I’ll  undertake  it  upon  good  terms. 

Be  If.  Sen.  No,  I  thank  you  :  I'll  fee-no  Father  ;  he  (hall  ufe  me  no  more 
tike  a  Dog  :  he  (hall  put  upon  me  no  longer.  Look  you  Sir,  I  have  Ready ,  Rhi¬ 
no,  Cole,  Darby  ;  loo.k  here  Sir  / 

Belf '  Jun.  Dear  Brother,  let  me  perfwade  you  to  go  along  with  me. 

Belf.  Sen.  You  love  me  !  and  ufe  my  bed  Friends  thus?  ne’r  ftir,  I  defire 
none  of  your  Company  :  I’ll  flick  to  my  friends :  1  look  upon  what  you  have 
done  as  an  affront  to  me. 

Hack.  No  doubt  it  is  fo. 

Sham *  That’s  moft  certain  ;  you  are  in  the  right,  Coufin. 

Cheat.  We  love  you  but  too  well,  that  angers  him. 

Belf.  Jan.  Well,  1  (hall  take  my  leave:  You  are  in  your  Cups  :  You  will 
wifh  you  had  heard  me.  Rogues,  I  fhall  take  a  courfe  with  you. 

Belf  Sen.  Rogues  /  They  fcornyour  words. 

Belf.  Jun.  Fare  you  well. 

Belf f  Sen.  Fare  you  well  Sir,  and  you  be  at  that  fport. 

Bell.  Jun.  Reger.,  do  not  difcover  him  to  my  Father  yet ;  TO  talk  with  him 
cool  in  a  morning  firft  \  perhaps  I  may  redeem  him. 

Roger.  i’ll  do  as  you  would  have  me.  Ex.  Bel  fond  Junior,  Roger  and  z  Foot: 

Belf.  Sen.  So  now  we  are  free.  Dear  Friends,  1  never  can  be  grateful  enough  : 
But  ’tis  late,  I  muff  fhew  my  new  Coach  ;  come  Ladies.  Exeunt. 

Enter  Attorney  and  Lucia. 

An  or.  How  now,  Daughter  Lucia,  where  haft  thou  been  ? 

Luc.  I  have  been  at  Evening  Prayers  at  St.  Brides,  and  am  going  home  through 
the  Temple,  ,  ~ 

Attor.  Thou  art  my  good  Girl.  Enter  Mrs.  Termagant. 

Luc.  Oh  Heaven  /  Who’s  here  / 

Atior.  What’s  the  matter? 

Luc.  I  am  taken  ill  on  thefudden  :  1*11  run  home. 

Term .  Stay,  ftay,  thou  wicked  Author  of  my  misfortune. 

At  tor.  Flow’s  this  ?  Sta  y  Lucia!  What  mean  you  Madam  ?  The  Girl’s  ftrangfc- 
ly  diforder’d.  . 

Luc.  Oh  Heaven  !  I  am  utterly  ruin’d,  beyond  redemption. 

Term.  Is  (he  your  Daughter  Sir. 

Attor.  She  is. 

Term.  Then  hear  my  ftory ;  I  am  contracted  with  all  the  folemnity  that  can 
fee  to  Mr.  Bd fond,  the  Merchants  Son  ;  and  for  this  wicked  Girl  he  has 
.  lately  caft  me  oft  .*  And  this  morning  I  went  to  his  Lodging,  to  enquire  a  reafon 
of  his  late  Carriage  to  me,  I  found  there  in  his  Clofet  this  young  (hamelefs 
Creature,  who  had  been  in  Bed  with  him. 

Attcr,  Oh  Heaven  and  Earth !  Is  this  true,  Hufwife  ? 

Luc. 
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Luc .  Oh  Lord  I .*  I  never  few  the  Gentleman  nor  her  in  my  life  ;  Oh  fhe’s  a 
Confident  thing  1 

Term.  May  all  the  Judgments  due  to  Perjury  fall  on  me,  if  this  be  not  true  : 

I  tore  her  by  the  hair,  and  pomell’d  her  to  fame  tune;  till  that  inhumane  Wretch 
Belfond  turn’d  me  out  of  doors,  and  fent  her  away  in  a  Chair. 

Luc.  O  wicked  Creature  l  Are  you  not  afraid  the  Earth  fhould  open,  and 
fvvallow  you  up  >  As  I  hope  to  be  fav’d  1  never  faw  her  l 

Term.  Tho  young  in  years,  yet  old  in  Impudence;  did  I  not  purfue  thee 
fince  in  the  ftreet,  till  you  run  into  Belfonds  Arms  iuft  before  his  Fathers  Houfe  ? 
Or  I  had  mark’d  thee  for  a  young  Whore. 

Luc  As  I  hope  to  live  Sir,  ’tis  all  falfe :  Every  Word  and  Tittle  of  it :  I 
know  not  what  fhe  means. 

Attor.  Have  I  bellow’d  Co  much,  and  taken  fo  much  care  in  thy  Education, 
to  have  no  other  Fruit  but  this  > 

Luc.  Oh  Lord  Sir  /  Why  will  you  believe  this  wicked  Woman  ? 

Attor.  No,  young  Impudence  /  1  believe  you:  What  made  you  ready  to 
•Swoon  at  the  fight  of  this  Lady,  but  your  Guilt. 

Luc.  She  miftakes  me  for  fome  other,  as  fhe  did  to  day  when  fhe  purfiu’d  me 
to  have  kill’d  me  ;  which  made  me  tremble  at  the  fight  of  her  now. 

Attor.  And  yet  you  never  faw  her  before  /  1  am  convinced  .  Go,  wicked 
Wretch,  go  home :  This  News  will  kill  thy  Mother  :  111  to  my  Chamber,  and 
follow  thee. 

Luc.  But  if  I  ever  fee  her,  or  you  either,  to  be  lock’d  from  my  Dear  Belfond , 

I  fhall  deferve  whatever  you  can  do  to  me.  Exit . 

Attor .  Madam,  I  beleech  you  make  as  few  words  as  you  can  of  this. 

Term.  1  had  much  rather  for  my  own  honour  have  conceal’d  it.  But  I  fhall  fay 
no  more,  provided  you  will  keep  her  from  him. 

Attor.  I  warrant  you  Madam,  I’ll  take  aCourfe  with  her.  Your  Servant.  Ex. 
r  Enter  Cheatly. 

Cheat.  Madam,  your  mod:  humble  Servant :  You  fee  I  am  Dun&ual  to  my 
Word. 

Term.  You  are  Sir. 

Cheat.  Come  Madam,  your  Lodging,  Furniture,  and  every  thing  are  ready, 
let’s  loofe  no  time  :  I’ll  wait  on  you  thither,  where  we  will  confult  about  our 
Affairs. 

Term.  Come  on:  It  is  a  rare  defign;  and  if  it  fucceeds^  l  fhall Sufficiently 
be  reveng’d  on  my  Ungrateful  Devil. 

Cheat .  I’ll  warrant  the  Succefs.  •  Ebcemt. 

Enter  Ifebella,  ^wJTerefia. 

I  fab.  We  mu  ft  be  very  careful  of  this  Book :  My  Unkle,-  or  our  Dame  Go- 
vernante  will  burn  it  if  they:  find  it. 

Tcref.  We  cannot  havea  pleafant,  or  a  witty  book,  but  mey Xerve  it  fo  :  My 
Father  loads  us  with  books,  fuch  as  the  Tryal  of  Man*  in  the  Ifle  of  Many  or 
Man- jldre :  A  Treatjfeon  Sabbath- breakers  :  An.d  Health  out-drinking,  or  Life 
out-healthing  Wretches  :  A  Cauftick,  or  Corrofive,  for  a  Sear’d  Confidence. 

Ifah.  A  Soverafign  Oyntment  for  a  Wounded  Soul ;  A  Cordial  for  a  lick  Sinner. 

F  z  -o'.  The 
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The  Nothingnefs  of  good  Works  :  Waxed  Boot  Grace,  for  -the  Suffix  ways  of 
Affiiftion ;  and  deal  of  fuch  ftuff :  But  all  Novels,  Romances,  or  Poetry,  except 
Quarks  and  Withers ,  are  an  Abomination.  Well,  this  is  a  Jewel,  if  we  can  keep 
it..  Enter  Ruth  behind  them. 

Anger  in  ha  fry  Words  or  Blows , 

It  (elf  dijeharges  on  our  Foes  ; 

An  d  for  row  too  finds  fome  relief 
In  tears  which  wait  upon  our  grief  ; 

Thus  every  Baffin,  but  fond  Love, 

Unto  its  own  Redrefs  does  move . 

Teref  Tis  fweet  Poetry  ;  There  is  a  pleafing  Charm  in  all  he  Shefnatcb- 
writes  es  the  books 

Ruth.  Yea,  there  is  a  Charm  of  Satans  in  it ;  *Tis  Vanity  and  Darknefs,  this 
book  haleth,  and  is  contrary  to  the  Light ;  and  ye  hate  the  Light. 

Ifab..  Thai  s  much  5  and  this  Evening  a  little  before  Night,  thou  blamedft  us  for 
looking  out  of  the  Window,  and  threaten'd  to  fhut  the  Painted  S bathes: 

Terefi  Now  if  thou  fhut’ft  thofe  ;  thou  hat’ft  the  Light,  and  not  we. 

Ruck  Look  thee Terefia-,  thou  art  wanton,  and  fb  is  thy  Cou fin  ;  ye 

feek  Temptation  ;  you  look  out  of  the  Cafement  to  pick  and  cull  young  Men, 
whereby  to  feed  the  Lull  of  the  Eye  ;  ye  may  not  do  it.  And  lool^  the  Ifbel, 
and  Terffia ,  if  you  open  the  Cafemeats  once  more,  1  will  place  ye  in  the  back 
Rooms,  and  lock  the  fore  Rooms  up. 

Teref  We  will  obey  thee,  Ruth.. 

Ifab.  We  will  not  refift  thy  power  ;  but  prithee  leave  us  that  book. 

Ruth.  No,  it  is  wanton,  and  treateth  of  Love  ;  I  will  inftantly  commit  it  to 
the  Flames.  Exit. 

Ifab.  Shame  on  this  old  Wall-  ev’d  Hypocrite;  fhe  is  the  ftrifteft  fort  of  Jay  lor. 

Terefi  We  are  as  narrowly  look’d  to,  as  if  we  had  been  clapt  up  forTreafon* 
we  are  kept  from  Books,  Pen,  tnk,  and  Paper. 

Ifab.  Well,  it  is  a  moft  painful  life  to  didemble  conftantlyT 

Terefi  'Tis  well  we  are  often  alone,  to  unbend  to  one  another,  one  had  as 
good  be  a  Flayer,  and  Aft  continually  elfe. 

Ifab.  1  can  never  perfwade  my  felf,  that  Religion  can  confift  in  Scurvy  out  of 
fafhion  Cloaths,  ftiir  conftrain’d  behaviour,  and  fowre  countenances. 

Terefi  A  triitful  Alpeft,  looking  always  upon  ones  Nofe,  with  a  Face  full  of 
Spiritual  Pride. 

ifab.  And  when  one  walks  abroad,  not  to  turn  ones  Head  to  the  right' or  left, 
but  hold  it  ftrait  forward,  like  an  Old  blind  Mare. 

Terefi  True  Religion  muff  make  one  chearful,  and  affeft  one  with  the  molt 
favifoing-  Joy  which  muft  appear  in  the  Face  too. 

Ifab.  My  good  Mother  had  the  Government,  and  brought  tne  up  to  better 
things,  as  . thy  good  Aunt  did  thee., 

Teref  But  we  can  make  no  ufe  of  our  Education  under  this  Tyranny. 

IJab ,  If  we  (hould  Sing  or  Dance,  ’twere  worfe  than  Murder. 

Teref.  Butof  all  things,  why  do  they  keep  fuch  a  ftir  to  keep  us  from  theCon- 
verfation  of  Mankind  l  Sure  there  muft  be  more  in  it,  then  we  can  imagine ; 
and  that,  makes  one  have  more  mind  to  try,  ]fab.4 
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Ifab.  Thou  haft  been  fo  unquiet  in  thy  fleep  of  late,  and  fo  given  to  figh,  and 
get  alone  when  thou  art  awake ;  I  Taney  thou  doft  iniagme  fomewhat  of  it. 

Teref  Ah  Rogue,  and  1  have  oblerved  the  fame  in  thee  ;  canft  thou  not  guefs 
at  Love  ;  come,  confefs,  and  I’ll  tell  all. 

Ifab.  Sometimes  in  my  Dreams,  methinks  I  am  in  Love,  then  a  certain  Youth 
comes  to  me  ;  and  I  grow  chill,  and  pant,  and  feel  a  little  pain  :  But  ?tis  the 
prettieft  thing  methinks  :  And, then  I  awake  and  blufh,  and  am  afraid. 

Teref.  Very  pretty  :  And  when  {  am  awake,  when  I  fee  one  Gentleman,  me¬ 
thinks  1  could  look  through  him  :  And  my  Heart  beats,  beats  like  the  Drums  in 
the  Camp. 

Ifab.  I  dare  not  ask  who  ’tis,  for  fear  it  fhould  be  my  Man  ;  for  there  are  two 
come  often  to  our  Church,  that  ftareat  us  continually,  and  one  of  them  is  he. 

Teref.  1  have  obferv'd  them  :  One,  who  fate  by  us  at  Church,  knew  them  by* 
their  Names ;  1  arti  for  one  of  them  too. 

Ifab.  1  well  remember  it. 

Teref.  If  it  be  my  Man  thou  lik’ft,  I’ll  kill  thee. 

Ifab.  And  if  thou  lovTt  my  Man,  we  muft  not  live  together. 

Teref.  Name  him: 

Ifab.  Do  thou  riame  firft. 

Teref  Let's  write  their  Names. 

Ifab.  Agree  :  We  each  have  a  Black  Lead  Pen. 

Teref.  Truman ,  Mercy  on  me  ’! 

Ifab.  Belfcnd ,  Oh  Heavens ! 

Teref  What's  this  1  fee !  Would  I  were  Blind. 

Ifab.  Oh  my  Terefla  i 

Teref  Get  thee  from  me. 

Ifab.  ’Lis  it  fhould  be  ;  I  wrote  the  Wrong  Name,  on  purpofe  to  difeover 
who  was  vour  Man  more  clearly ;  the  other’s  itiy  beloved.  Belfond’s  my  Hearts 
delight.  *  11 1 

Teref  Say’ft  thou  fo  my  Girl  P  good  Wits  jump.  I  had  the  fame  thought 
with  thee.  Now  ’tis  out,  Truman  for  me  •  and  methinks  they  keep  fuch  a  ftir 
ring  at  us,  if  we  cbntrive  to  meet  them,  we  need  not  defpair. 

Ifab.  Nay,  they  come  not  for  Devotion,  that's  certain;  I  fee  that  in  their 
Eyes  :  Oh  that  they  were  ordain’d  to  free  us  from  this  odious  Jayl. 

■Enter  Ruth,  and  Truman  dtfguis'd. 

Ruth.  Go  into  your  Chamber  ;  here  is  a  Man "cometh  about,  bufinefs  :  Ye 
may  not  fee  him.- 

Teref.  We  go ;  Come  Coufin. 


They  write  their  Papers 
and  give  them  to  one 
another,  at  which  they 
both  fpeaktogether  and 
fiart. 


Ruth .  Gome  Friend  ;  let  us  retire  alfo, 


Exeunt* 


W* I 


isU. 


»w 


A  C  T. 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I 


"  Enter  Belfbnd  Junior,  and  Lucia.  . 

.  j  Jfi,  -  '  •  li.  ■  "  -  J 

Luc.  T  Never  more  muft  fee  the  Face  of  a  Relation," 

X  Beif.Jun I  warrant  thee,  my  pretty.  Rogue,  I’ll  put  thee  into 

that  condition  the  belt  ot  all  thy  kindred  fhall  vifit  thee,  and  make  their  court  to 
thee ;  thou  (halt  fpark  it  in  the  Boxes,  fhine  at.  the  Park,  ar*d  make  all  the  young 
fellows  in  the  Town  run  mad  for  thee :  Thou  fhalt  neyer  want,  while  I  have 
any  thing. 

Luc.  I  cou’d  abandon  all  the  World  for  thee ;  ifl  cou’d  think  that  thou  wouldft 
love  me  always. 

Belf.  Jun.  Bhou  haft  fo  kindly  oblig’d  me,  1  fhall  never  ceafe  to  love  thee. 

Luc •  Pray  Heaven  I  do  not  repent  of  it :  You  were  kind  to  Mrs.  Termagant ; 
and  fure  it  muft  be  fome  barbarous  ufage,  which  thus  provokes  her  now  to  all 
this  malice.  r  v 

Beif.Jun.  She  was  debauch’d  by  the  moft  naufeous  Coxcomb,  the  moft  /illy 
Beau  and  Shape  about  the  Town  ;  and  had  Cuckolded  him  with  feveral  before 
I  had  Jier  •  She  was  indeed  handfome,  but  the  moft  frqward,  ilLuatuCd  Crea¬ 
ture ;  always  murmuring  or  fcolding,  perpetually  jealous  and  ej&eeptious,  ever 
thinking  to  work, her  ends  by  He&oring  and  Daring.  ^  , 

Luc.  Indeed  L  vy^s  fbeftieh  a  onef  rI  am  fure,  you  were  tjhe  ftrft  that  ever 
had  my  Heart,  and  you  fhall  be  the  laft.  - 

Belf  Jun.  My  Dear,  I  know  I  had  thy  Virgin  Heart,  and  I’ll  preferve  it. 
•But  for  her,  her  moft  divertingminutes  were  unpleafent:  , Yet  for  all  her  Malice 
which  you  fee,  I  ftili  maintain  her. 

Luc.  Ungrateful  Creature She  is  indeed  a  Fury.  Shou’dft  thou  once  take 
thy  Love  from  me,  I  never  fhou’d  ufe  fuch-  way s :  YXilently  fhou’d.  mourn 
and  pine  away ;  but  never  think  of  once  offending  thee. 

Beif.Jun.  Thou  art  the  prettieft,  fweeteft,  fofteft  Creature  !  and  all  the 
tendereft  Joys  that  wait  on  Love,  are  ever  with  thee.  v 

*  Luc.  Oh,  this  is  Charming  kindnefs  !  May  ail  the  joys  on  Eajtfh  be  .ftill  with 
thee.  '•  *.  -o  o  /  ,\ , 

Beif.  Jun .  afide.  Now  here’s  a  mifehief  on  the  other  fide;  For  how  can  a 
good  natur’d  man  think  of ever  quitting  fo  tender,  and  io  kind  a  Miftrefs,  whom 
no  refped:,  but  love  has  thrown  into  my  Arms  :  And  yet  I  muft  :  But  I  will 
better  her  condition.  Oh,  how  does  my  Friend  Enter  Truman. 

Luc.  Oh  Lord  !  Who's  here  ? 

Belf.  Jun.  My  Dear,  go  to  the  Lodging  I  have  prepar’d  for  thee;  thou  wilt 
be  fate,  and  I’ll  wait  on  thee  foon.  Who’s  there  ?  Enter  Servants 

Do  you  wait  on  this  Ladies  Chair,  you  know  whither. 

Tru, 


Tru.  Thou  art  a  pretty  fellow,  Belfond ,  to  take  thy.  pleafure  thus,  and  put 
thy  Friend  upon  the  damnedfr  drudgery. 

Self.  Jun.  What  drudgery  ?  a  little  diflfembling. 

Tru.  Why  that  were  bad  enough,  to  dififemblemy  (elf  an  Afs ;  but  to  difTemble 
Love,  nay  Luft,  is  the  more  irkfome  task  a  Man  can  undergo. 

Belf.Jun.  Bufprithee  come  to  the  point  :  in  (hort,  have  we  any  hopes. 

Tru.  ’Tis  done;  the  bufinefs  is  done  ;  Whip  on  your  habit ;  make  no  words.' 

Belf.  Jun.  I’ll  put  it  on  in  my  Pre (ling-room.  TIvs  News  tranfports  me. 

Tru.  If  you  had  undergone  what  1  have  done,  ’twould  have  humbled  you  :  I 
have  enjoy’d  a  Lady  ;  but  1  had  as  lieve  have  had  a  Lancajhire  Witch,  juft 
after  fhe  had  align  ted  from  a  Broom-ftaif:  I  have  been  uncivil,  and  enjoy'd  the 
Governante  in  moft  lewd  dalliance. 

Belf .  Jun.  Thou  art  a  brave  fellow,  and  makeft  nothing  of  it.  - 

Tru.  Nothing  ?  ’Sdeath,  l  had  rather  have  ftorm’d  a  Half-Moon :  I  had  more 
pleafure  at  the  Battel  of  Mom. 

Belf.  Jun .  But  haft  thou  done  our  work  as  well  as  hers  ? 

Tru.  1  have  :  For  after  the  enjoyment  of  her  perfon  had  led  me  Into  tome 
familiarity  with  her,  I  propos’d,  (he  accepted;  for  (he  is  Covetous  as  well  as 
Amorous :  and  (he  has  fo  far  wrought  for  us,  that  we  fhall  have  an  Interview 
with  our  Miftreffes;  whom,  (lie  fays,  we  (hall  find  very  inclinable;  and  (he has 
promis’d  this  night  to  deliver  ’em  Into  our  hands. 

Belf  Jun.  Thou  art  a  rare  Friend  to  me,  and  to  thy  felf.  Now,  Farewel 
all  the  vanity  of  this  lewd  Town,  at  once  1  quit  it  all.  Dear  Rogue,  let’s  in. 

Tru.  Come  in,  in,  and  drefs  in  your  Habit.-  Exeunt. 

Enter  Sir  William,  Sir  Edward  and  Scrapeall. 

Scrape  all  Look  ye  Sir  William,  I  am  glad  you  like  my  Necce:  and  I  hope 
alfo,  that  (he  may  look  lovely  in  your  Sons  Eyes. 

Sir  Edw.  No  doubt  but  he  will  be  extremeiy  taken  with  her:  Indeed  both  fhe 
and  your  Daughter  are  very  Beautiful. 

Sir  Will  He  like  her  /  What’s  matter  whether  he  like?  her,  or  no  ?  Is  it  not 
enough  for  him,  that  Ido?  Is  a  Son,  a  Boy, ,  a  Jackanapes,  to  hhve  a  will  of 
his  own  ?  That  were  to  have  him  be  the  Father,  and  me  the  Son.  But.  indeed 
they  are  both  very  handfome. 

Scrapeall.  Let  me  tell  you  both,  Sir  William ,  and  Sir  Edward ,  Beauty,  is  but 
Vanity,  a  meer  nothing  ;  but  they  have  that  which  will  not  fade;  they  have 
Grace. 

Sir  Edw.  They  look  like  pretty  fpirited  witty  Girls.  afide* 

Scrapeall  I  am  forry  1  muft  leave  ye  fo  (oon  :  I  thought  to  have  bidden  ye 
to. dinner,  but  1  am  to  pay  down  a  fumm  of  Money  upon  a  Mortgage  this  after¬ 
noon  :  Farewell. 

Sir  Will.  Farewel  Mr.  Scrapeall  .  . 

Sir  Edw.  Pray  meet  my  Brother  at  my  Houfe  at  Dinner. 

Scrapeall.  Thank  you  Sir  Edward ,  I  know  not  but  I  may. 

Sir  Edw.  The  perfon  of  this  Girl  is  well  cholen  for  your  .Son,  if  fhe  were  not 
fo  precife  and  pure. 
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Sir  Will.  Prethee,  what  matter  what  (he  is,  has  (he  not  Fifteen  Thoufand 
Pounds  clear  > 

Sir  Edw.  Fora  Husband  to  differ  in  Religion  from  a  Wife. 

Sir  Will.  What,  with  Fifteen  Thoufand  Pound  ? 

Sir  Edw.  A  precifc  Wife  will  think  her  felf  fo  pure,  fhe  will  be  apt  to  con- 
temn.her  Husband. 

Sir  Wll.  Ay,  but  Fifteen  Thoufand  Pound,  brother. 

Sir  Edw.  You  know  how  in  tradable  mifguided  Zeal  and  Spiritual  Pride  are. 

Sir  Will.  What  with  Fifteen  Thoufand  Pound  / 

Sir  Edw.  1  would  not  willingly  my  Son  (hould  have  her. 

*  Sir  Will.  Not  with  Fifteen  Thoufand  Pound  ? 

Sir  Edw:  I  fee  there’s  noanfwer  to  be  given  to  Fifteen  Thoufand  Pound. 

Sir  Will.  A  Pox  o’  this  Godly- knave,  it  fhould  have  been  Twenty. 

Sir  Edw.  Nor  would  I  buy  a  Wife  for  my  Son. 

Sir  Will.  Not  if  you  could  have  her  a  good  penny-worth  :  Your  Son,  quoth 
ye  ?  He  is  like  to  make  a  fine  Husband.  For  all  your  precious  Son  — 

Sir  Edw.  Agen,  brother 

Sir  Will.  Look  you,  brother,  you  fly  out  fo  ;  Pray,  brother,  be  not  paffio- 
nate  ;  paffion  drowns  ones  parts  ;  let  us  calmly  reafon  ;  I  have  frefh  matter  $ 
have  but  patience,  and  hear  me  fj>eak. 

Sir  Edw.  Well,  brother,  go  on  ;  for  I  fee  I  might  as  foon  flop  g.Tyde.  r 

Sir  Will.  To  be  calm  and  patient ;  your  Jewel,  tho  he  deny’d  that  outrage 
in  Dor fet -Court,  yet  he  committed  it,  and  was  laft  night  hurry’d  before  the  Lord 
Chief  Juftice  for  it. 

Sir  Edw.  it  cannot  be,  on  my  certain  knowledge.  I  cou’d  convince  him,  but 
it  is  not  time.  afide. 

Sir  Will.  What  a  Devil,  are  all  the  World  miftaken,  but  you  ? 

Sir  Edw.  He  was  with  me  all  the  Evening. 

Sir  Will.  Why,  he  got  Bail  immediately,  and  came  to  you.  Ounds  I  never 
few  fuch  a  man  in  my  life  / 

Sir  Edw.  I  am  allur’d  of  the  contrary. 

Sir  Will.  Death  and  Hell,  you  make  me  ftark  mad  :  You  will  fend  me  to  Bed¬ 
lam  :  You  will  not  believe  your  own  fenfes  ;  I’ll  hold  rou  a  Thoufand  Pound. 

Sir  Edw.  Brother,  remember  paffion  drowns  ones  parts. 

Sir  Will.  Weil,  1  am  tame,  1  am  cool. 

Sir  Edw.  I’ll  hold  you  a  hundred  ;  which  is  enough  for  one  brother  to  win 
of  another.  Enter  Attorney. 

And  here’s  your  own  Attorney  comes  opportunely  enough  to  hold  flakes.  I’ll 
bind  it  with  ten. 

Sir  Will.  Done.  '  N 

Sir  Edw .  Why,  I  faw  your  man  Roger ,  and  he  fays,  your  Son  found  there  a 
Rafcal,  that  went  by  his  Name. 

Attor.  Oh,  Sir  William ,  lam  undone,  ruin’d,  made  a  miferable man ! ' 

Sir  Will.  What’s  the  matter,  man  ? 

Attor.  Tho  you  have  been  an  exceeding  goodClyent  to  me,  I  have  reafon  to 
Ourfe  one  ofyour  Family  that  has  min’d  mine. 

Sir 
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Sir  Will  Pray  explain  your  felf. 

Attor.  Oh,  Sir,  your  Wicked  Son,  your  moft  Libidinous  Son. 

Sir  Will.  Look  you,  brother,  D’ye  hear  ?  D’ye  hear  >  Do  you  Anfwer  > 

Attor.  Has  Corrupted,  Debauch’d  my  only  Daughter,  whom  J  had  brought 
up  with  all  the  care  and  charge  I  cou’d,  who  was  the  Hopes,  the  Joy  of  all  our 
Family. 

Sir  Will.  Here’s  a  Son  /  Here’s  a  rare  Son  !  Here’s  a  hopeful  Son  !  And  he 
were  mine,  I’d  lafh  him  with  a  Dog-Whip  :  I’d  cool  his  Courage. 

Sir  Edw.  How  do  you  know  it  is  he  ? 

Attor.  I  have  a  Witnefs  of  it,  that  faw  her  rife  from  his  Bed  the  other  Day 
Morning;  Andlaft  Night  fhe  ran  away  to  him,  and  they  have  lain  at  a  private 
Lodging. 

Sir  Edw.  Be  well  allur'd,  ere  you  conclude  ;  for  there  is  a  Rafcal  that  has 
taken  my  Sons  Name,  and  has  fwagger’d  in  and  about  White-Friers ,  withG&atf- 
/^,  and  that  Gang  of  Rogues,  whom  my  Son  will  take  a  Courfe  with. 

Attor.  Oh,  Sir,  lam  too  well  allur’d :  My  Wife  tears  her  Hair;  and  I,  for 
my  part  (hall  run  diftra&ed. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  Wicked  Rafcal/  Oh,  my  poor  Tim  !  My  dear  Boy  Tim  !  I 
think  each  Day  a  Year,  till  I  fee  thee. 

Sir  Edw.  Sir,  1  am  extremely  forry  for  this,  if  it  be  fo;  but  let  me  beg  of 
you,  play  the  part  of  a  Wife  Man  ;  blaze  not  this  Difhonour  abroad,  and  you 
fhall  have  all  the  Reparation  the  cafe  is  capable  of. 

Sir  Will  Reparatipn,  for  making  his  Daughter  a  Whore  /  What,  a  Pox,  can 
he  give  her  her  Maiden-head  again  ? 

Sir  Edw .  Mony,  which  (hall  not  be  wanting,  will  hop  that  Witneffes 
Mouth:  And  1  will  give  your  Daughter  fuch  a  Fortune,  that  were  what  you 
believe  true  and  publickly  known,  fhe  fhou’d  live  above  Contempt,  as  the  World 
goes  now. 

Attor.  You  (peak  like  the  worthy  Gentleman  the  World  thinks  you  ;  but 
there  can  be  no  Salve  for  this  Sore. 

Sir  Will.  Why,  you  are  enough  to  damn  Forty  Sons,  if  you  had  them;  you 
encourage  them  to  Whore  :  You  are  (it  to  breed  up  youth  ! 

Sir  Edw.  You  are  mad  :  But  pray  Sir,  let  me  intreat  wou  to  go  home,  and 
I  will  wait  upon  you  ;  and  we  will  confult  how  to  make  the  bed:  of  this  misfor¬ 
tune,  in  which  I  afTure  you,  l  have  a  great  lhare. 

Attor.  I  willfubmit  to  your  Wife  Advice,  Sir  :  My  grief  had  made  me  for¬ 
get  ;  here  is  a  Letter  comes  out  of  the  Country  for  you.  Ex.  Attorney . 

Sir  Will.  Forme  !  ’  Tis  welcome  :  Now  for  News  from  my  dear  Boy  !  Now 
you  fhall  hear,  brother  :  He  is  a  Son  indeed. 

Sir  Edw.  Yes,  a  very  hopeful  one  :  I  will  not  undeceive  him,  till  Ned  has 
try’d  once  more  to  recover  him.  afide. 

Sir  Will  reads.  On  the  tenth  of  this  month,  your  Son,  my  young  Matter, 
about  two  of  the  Clock  in  the  Morning,  rode  out  with  his  Man  Lolpocp ;  and  not- 
withftanding  all  the  fearch  and  enquiry  we  can  make  (Oh  Heav’nJ  tie  cannot  be 
found  or  heard  of.  He  drops  the  Letter  not  able  to  hold  it. 

Sir  Edw.  How’s  this  ? 

G 
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Sir  Will.  Oh,  my  poor  Roy !  He  is  Robb’d  and  Murder’d,  and  buried  in 
feme  Ditch,  or  flung  into  Tome  Pond.  Oh,  1  (hall  never  fee  thee  more,  dear 
Tim !  The  Joy,  and  the  Support  of  all  my  life  /  The  only-  Comfort  which  I  had 
on  Earth. 

Sir  Edw*  Have  patience  Brother  ;  ’tis  nothing  but  a  little  Ramble  in  your 
Abfence. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  no;  he  durft  not  Ramble  .*  He  was  the  dutifulleft  Child  /  1  fhall 
never  fee  his  face  again  :  Look  you,  he  goes  on.  We  have  fearch’d  and  made 
enquiry  in  three  Adjacent  Countries,  and  no  Tidings  can- be  heard  of  him.  What 
have  l  done,  that  Heav’n  fhould  thus  afflidt  me  ? 

Sir  Edw.  What,  if  after  all,  this  Son  fliould  be  he  that  has  made  all  this  noife 
in  White  Friers ,  for  which  mine  has  been  fo  blam’d  l 

Sir  Will.  My  Son,  my  Son  play  fuch  Pranks  ?  that’s  likely  !  One  fb  ftridtly,  fo 
foberly  Educated!  One  that’s  Educated  your  way  cannot  do  otherwife. 

Enter  Roger. 

Roger.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir,  mercy  upon  me,  here’s  my  young  Matters  Man  Lolpoop , 
coming  along  in  the  Streets  with  a  Wench. 

Enter  Lolpoop  leading  Betty  under  the  Arm. 

Sir  Will.  Oh  Heaven  !  What  fay  you  ? 

S&hEdiv.  Now  it  works  :  Ha  ha  ha.  To  himfelf. 

Betty .  How  now  '  What  have  you  to  fay  Sir  William  lays  hold  on  Lol- 

fo  my  Friend,  my  Dear  ?  poop  ire  he  or  jhe  fees  him . 

Sir  William  and  Lolpoop  fart,  and  fond  amaxld  at  one  another ;  and  after 
a  great  paufe,  Sir  William  falls  upon  Lolpoop,  beats  the  Whore ,  beats  Roger, 
fir  ikes  at  his  Brother,  and  lays  about  him  like  a  mad  man  ;  the  Rabble  get  all 
about  him. 

Sir  Will.  Sitrah,  Rogue,  Dog,  Villain!  Whore/  And  you  Rogue,  Rogue  1 
Confound  the  World  /  Oh  that  the  World  were  all  on  fire  / 

Sir.Edw.  Brother,  for  fhame  be  more  temperate:  Are  you  a  mad  man  l 

Sir  Will.  Plague  o’  your  dull  Philofophy. 

Sir  Edw.  The  Rabble  are  ga therd  together  about  you. 

Sir  Will.  Villain,  Rogue,  Dog,  Toad,  Serpent!  Where’s  my  Son l  Sirrah ^ 
you  haveRobb’d  him,  and  murder’d  him. 

He  beats  Lolpoop,  who  roars  out  Murder. 

Lolp.  Hold,  hold  :  your  Son  is  alive,  and  alive  like  ;  He’s  in  London. 

Sir  Will.  What  fay  you,  Sirrah?  In  London  }.  and  is  he  well ?  Thanks  be  to 
Heaven  for  that :  Where  is  he  Sirrah  ? 

Lolp ,  He  i s  in  White-Fryers,  with  Mr.  Cheatly,  his  Coufin  Shamivell,  and  Cap¬ 
tain  Hackttm.  Sir  Wttliam  paufes,  as  amazdd  :  Then  beats  him  again . 

Sir  Will  And  you  Rogue,  you  damn’d  Dog,  wou’d  you  fuffer  him  to  keep 
fii,ch  Company,  and  commit  fuch  villanous’A&ions  ? 

Lolp.  Hold-,  hold,  hold,  I  pray  you,  Sir;  I  am  but  a  Servant,  howcou’dl 
help  it  marry  ? 
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Sir .  Will.  You  cou’d  not  help  being  with  a  Whore  your  felf ;  Sirrah,  Sirrah>" 
Sirrah,  Here  honeft  Mob,  courle  this  Whore  to  feme  purpofc  A  Whore,  a 
Whore,  a  Whore*  She  runs  out ,  the  Rabble  run  after ,  and 

tear  her ,  cryingy  a  Whore ,  a  Whore , 

Sir  Edw.  This  is  wifely  done !  If  they  murder  her,  you’ll  be  hang’d  :  I  am 
in  Commiffion  for  Middlefex  ;  I  muft  fee  to  appeafe  them. 

Sir  Will,  Sirrah,  Rogue,  bring  me  to  my  Son  inftantly,  or  1*11  cut  your 
Throat.  Exeunt,' 

Enter  Ifabella,  Terefia,  Ruth; 

Jfab.  Dear  Ruth ,  thou  doft  for  ever  oblige  us. 

Teref.  And  fo  much,  that  none  but  our  own  Mothers  cou’d  ever  do  it  more. 

Ruth.  Oblige  your  felves,  and  be  not  filly,  coy,  and  nice  :  Strike  me  when 
the  Iron’s  hot,  I  fay.  They  have  great  Eftates,  and  are  both  Friends,  1  know 
both  their  Famiiles  and  Conditions. 

Enter  Belfond  Jun.  and  Trumaiv 
Here  they  are :  Welcom  Friends. 

Tru.  How  doft  thou  ? 

Ruth.  Thefe  are  the  Damfels,  I  will  retire,  and  watch,  left  the  Old  Man 
furprize  us.  Exit  Ruth. 

Belf,  Jun.  Look  thee,  Ifabella ,  I  come  to  confer  with  thee,  in  a  matter  which 
/toncemeth  us  both,  if  thou  be’ft  free. 

Ifab.  Friend,  ’tis  like  I  am. 

Tru.  And  mine  with  thee  is  of  the  fame  nature. 

Teref  Proceed. 

Belf.  Jun.  Something  within  me  whifpereth,  that  we  were  made  as  helps  for 
one  another. 

Teref  They  Ad  very  well,  Coufin. 

Ifab.  For  young  beginners.  Come,  leave  off  your  Canaantijh  Dialed,  and 
talk  like  the  Inhabiters  of  this  World. 

Teref  We  are  as  errant  Hypocrites  as  the  beft  of  you. 

Ifab.  We  were  bred  otherwife  than  you  fee, and  are  able  to  hear  you  talk  like 
Gentlemen. 

Teref.  You  come  to  our  Meeting  like  Sparks  and  Beaux,  and  I  never  cou’d 
perceive  much  Devotion  in  you. 

Ifab.  ’Tis  fuch  a  pain  to  diffemble,  that  I  am  refolv’d  I’ll  never  do  it,  but 
when  I  muft. 

Belf.  Jun.  Dear  Madam,  I  cou’d  wifh  all  forms  were  laid  afide  betwixt  us : 
But  in  (hort,  1  am  moft  infinitely  in  love  with  you,  and  muft  be  for  ever  mi- 
ferableiflgo  without  you. 

Ifab.  A  frank  and  hearty  Declaration,  which  you  make  with  fo  much  confi¬ 
dence,  I  warrant  you  have  been  us'd  to  it. 

Tru.  There  is  not  a  difficulty  in  the  World  which  I  would  ftop  at  to  obtain 
your  Love,  the  only  thing  on  Earth  cou’d  make  me  happy. 

Teref  And  you  are  as  much  in  earneft  now,  as  you  were  when  you  came  firft 
to  us  even  now. 

Ifab.  That’s  well  urg’d ;  Cannot  you  Gentlemen  counterfeit  Love,  as  well  as 
Religion  ?  G  z  Belf. 
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Belf.  Jun .  Love  is  fo  natural,  it  cannot  be  affeded. 

Tru .  To  fbow  mine  is  fo,  take  me  at  my  word :  I  am  ready  to  rendei'  orv 
difcretion. 

Ttref.  And  was  this  the  reafon  you  frequented  our  Parifh-Church  l 

Belf.  Jun.  Cou’d  you  think  our  bufinefs  was  to  hear  your  Teacher  fpin  out 
an  hour,  over  a  Velvet  Cufhion  ? 

Ifab.  Prophane  men  /  I  warrant  they  came  to  Ogle. 

Tru.  Even  lb  :  Our  Eyes  might  tell  you  what  we  came  for. 

Belf.  Jim.  In  fhort,  dear  Madam,  our  opportunities  are  like  to  be  fo  few, 
your  confinement  being  fo  clofe,  that  *tis  fit  to  make  ufe  of  this  ;  *tis  not  your 
Fortune  wl^ich  1  aim  at,  my  Unkle  will  make  a  fettiement  equal  to  it,  were  it 
more  ;  but  Yis  your  Charming  perfon. 

Ifab.  And  you  wou’d  have  me  a  fine  forward  Lady,  to  love  Extempore. 

Belf  Jun.  Madam,  you  have  but  few  minutes  to  make  ufe  of,  and  therefore, 
fhou'd  improve  thofe  few ;  Your  Unkle  has  fold  you  for  f  ooo  /.  and  for  ought  I 
know,  you  have  not  this  night  good  for  your  deliverance. 

Tru.  Confider,  Ladies,  if  you  had  not  better  trufi:  a  couple  of  honeft  Gentle¬ 
men,  than  an  Old  Man,  that  makes  his  market  of  you  :  For  I  can  tell  you, 
you  tho  his  own  Daughter,  are  to  be  fold  too. 

.  Xcref.  Rut  for  all  that,  our  confentsaFe  to  be  had. 

Belf  Jun.  You  can  look  for  nothing,  but  a  more  ftrid  confinement,  whicfc 
muft  follow  your  Refufal :  Now,  if  you  have  the  Courage  to  venture  an  Efcape, 
we  are  the  Knights  that  will  relieve  you. 

Tru.  I  have  an  Eftate  Madam,  equal  to  your  Fortune  :  But  I  have  nothing 
c.an  deferve  your  Love  :  But  I’ll  procure  your  freedom,  then  ufe  it  as  you  pleafe. 

Belf.  Jun.  If  you  are  unwilling  to  trufi:  us,  you  can  truft  your  Governcfs, 
whom  you  fhall  have  with  you. 

IJabi  And  what  wou’d  you  and  the  World  fay  of  us  for  this  ? 

Belf.  Jun.  We  fhould  adore  you  :  And  I  am  apt  to  think  the  World  wou’d 
not  condemn  your  choice. 

Tm.  But  1  am  fure,  all  the  World  will  condemn  your  delay,  in  the  condition 
you  are  in.  Enter  Ruth. 

Ruth.  I  fee  Mr.  Scrapeall  coming  at  the  end  of  the  Street :  Begon,  I’ll  bring 
them  to  your  Chamber  in  the  Temple  f  his  Evening.  Haft,  haft  out  at  the  Back-door, 

Belf.  Jun..  This  is  moft  unfortunate. 

Tru.  Dear  Madam,  let  me  Seal  my  Vows. 

Ruth .  Go,  go  ;  begon,  begon  Friends.  Exeunt  < 

Enter  Scrapeall,  crojfes  the  Stage  ;  Enter  Mrs.  Termagant  and  her  Brother. 

Term.  You  fee,  Brother,  we  have*dogg’d  Belfond,  till  we  faw  him  enter  the 
Houfe  of  this  Scrivener  with  his  Friend  Truman ,  both  in  difguifes ;  which  with 
what  we  have  heard  even  now,  at  the  neighbouring  Alehoufe,  convinces  me> 
that  ’tis  he  is,  to  marry  the  rich  Niece. 

Bro.  They  fay  fhe  is  to  be  Marry ’d  to  the  Son  of  Sir  William  Belfond ,  and  that 
Sir  William  gives  a  great  fumm  of  Mony  to  her  Unkle  for  her ;  by  this  it  fhould 
leem  to  be  the  Elder  Son,  and  not  our  Enemy,  who  is  defign’d  for  her, . 

TermA f  fo,  the  Villaio  would  ncyt  at  full  day  go  thither, 

Breu 
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Bro.  But  *tis  in  a  difguife. 

Term.  With  that,  I  fuppofe  the  Son  pretends  to  be  a  Puritan  too,  or  fhe  would 
not  have  him  ;  it  muft  be  he.-  And  if  you  will  do  as  l  direCt  you,  I  warrant  111 
break  offhis  Match ;  and. by  that  work  an  Exquifite  piece  of  Revenge. 

Bro .  1  am  wholly  at  your  difpofe. 

Term.  Now  is  the  time,  the  Door  opens ;  purfue  me  with  a  drawn  Dagger, 
with  all  the  Teeming  Fury  imaginable,  now  as  the  Old  Man  comes  out. 

Scrapeall  pajfes  over  the  Stage.  Brother  purfues  her  with  a  drawn  Dagger , 
fhe  runs  and  gets  into  the  Houfe ,  and  claps  the  Door  after  her. 

Bro.  Where  is  the  Jade  l  Deliver  her  to  me,  I’ll  cut  her  in  piece  meal ;  De¬ 
liver  her,  I  fay.  Well,  you  will  not  deliver  her  ;  I  (hall  watch  her. 

Enter  within ,  Ruth,  Terefia,  Ifabella,  Mrs.  Termagant,. 

Term.  Oh,  Oh !  Where  is  the  Murderer ?.  Where  is  he  ?  I  die  with  fear,  I  die. 

Ruth.  Prithee,  Woman,  Comfort  thy  felf,  no  Man  (hall  hurt  thee  here,  l  ake 
a  Sup  of  of  this  Bottle..  She  pulls  out  a  Silver  Strong-Water  Bottle. 

Ter.  Thou  art  fafe. 

Ifah,  We  will  defend  thee  here,  as  in  a  Cattle.  But  what  is  the  occafion  of, 
this  Man’s  fury  ? 

Term.  You  are  fo  generous,  in  giving  me  this  Succour,  and  promifing  my 
defence,  that  I  am  refolv’d  not  to  conceal  it  from  you  :  Tho’  I  mull  Confels,  I 
have  no  reafon  to  boaft  of  it ;  but  1  hope  your  Charity  will  Interpret  it  as  well 
as  you  can  on  my  fide. 

Ruth.  Go  on  thou  need’ft  not  fear. 

Term.  Know  then,  lam  a  Gentlewoman,  whofe  Parents  dying  when  I  was, 
fixteen,  left  me  a  moderate  Fortune,  yet  able  to  maintain  me  like  their  Daughter. 

1  chofe  an  Aunt  my  Guardian,  one  of  thofe  Jolly  Widows  who  love  Gaming, 
and  have  great  refort  in  the  Evenings  at  their  Houfes, 

Ruth.  Good  :  Proceed. 

Term.  There  it  was  my  misfortune  to  be  acquainted  with  a  young  Gentle¬ 
man,  whofe  Face,  Air,  Mein,  Shape,  Wit,  and.  Breeding,  not  1  alone  but  the* 
whole  Town  Admires. 

Ruth.  Very  good. 

Term.  By  all  his  Looks,  his  Gestures,  aad  Addreffes,  he  feerrfd  in  Love  with 
me  :  The  Joy  that  I  conceiv’d  at  this,  l  wanted  Cunning  to  conceal,  but  he 
mutt  needs  perceive  it  fladi  in  my  Eyes,  and  kindle  in  my  Face;  he  foon  be-, 
gan  to  Court  me  in  filch  fweet,  fuch  Charming  Words,  as  wou’d  betray  a  mere 
experienc’d  Heart  than  mine. 

Ruth.  Humh  .-Very  well;  fhe  fpeaks  notably. 

.  Term.  There  was  but  little  left  for  him  to  do,  for  I  had  done  it  all  before  for 
him  :  He  had  a  friend  within  too  ready  to  give  up  the  Fort ;  yet  1  held  out  as. 
long  as  1  could  make  defence. 

Ruth.  Good  lack  a  day!  Some  Men  have  ftrange  Charms,  it  is  confefs’d. 

Term.  Yet  I  was  (afe  by  folemn  mutual  Oaths,  in  private  contracted  :  He 
wou’d  have  it  private,  becaufe  he  fear’d  to  offend  anllnkle,  from  whom  he  had. 
great  expectance  ;  but  now  came  all  my  Mifery. 

Ruth.  Alack,  alack,  I  warrant  he  was  falfe. 
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Term.  Falfeas  a  Crocodile  :  He  watch’d  the  fatal  Minute,  and  he  found  it, 
and  greedily  feiz’d  upon  me,  when  I  trufted  to  his  Honour  and  his  Oaths  ;  he 
ft  ill  (Wore  on,  that  he  wou’d  Marry  me,  and  I  finn’d  on.  In  fhort,  I  had  a 
Daughter  by  him,  now  three  years  old,  as  true  a  Copy  as  e’re  Nature  drew , 
Beauteous,  ai;d  Witty,  to  a  Miracle. 

Ruth .  Nay,  Men  are  faithlefs,  I  can  fpeak  it. 

Teref  Poor  Lady  ;  1  am  ftrangely  concern’d  for  her. 

jyiK^htfwas  a  Fool,  to  be  catch’d  in  fo  common  a  Snare. 

Term.  From  time  to  time  he  fwore  he  would  Marry  me  ;  though  I  muft  think 
1  am  his  Wife  as  much  as  any  Prieft  can  make  me ;  but  ftitl  he  found  Excufes 
about  his  Unkle.  I  woud  have  patiently  waited  till  his  Unkle's  Death,  had  he 
been  true  ,  but  he  lias  thrown  me  off,  abandon’d  me,  without  fo  much  as  a  pre¬ 
tended  Crime. 

Ruth.  Alack,  an  1  well-a-day !  It  makes  me  weep. 

term.  But  ’tis  for  an  Attorney’s  Daughter,  whom  hei  keeps,  and  now  is  fond  of ; 
while  he  treats  me  with  all  contempt  and  hatred. 

Jfab.  Tho  fhe  was  a  Fool,  yet  he’s  a  bafe  inhumane  Fellow. 

teref.  To  fcorn  and  hate  her,  for  her  Love  to  him. 

term  By  this  means,  my  Dishonour,  which  had  been  yet  conceal’d,  became 
fo  publick,  my  Brother  coming  from  the  Wars  of  Hungary ,  has  heard  all,  has  this 
day  fought  with  the  Author  of  my  Mifery,  but  was  difarm’d  ;  and  now  by  Acci¬ 
dent  he  fpyd  me  by  your  Houle,  I  having  fled  the  place  where  I  had  lodgd,  for 
fear  of  him ;  and  here  the  Bloody  Man  would  have  kill’d  me,  for  the  difhonour 
done  to  his  Family,  which  never  yet  was  blemiftit. 

Ruth.  Get  the  Chief  Juftices  Warrant,  and  bind  him  to  the  Peace. 

Teref  She  tells  her  ftory  well. 

I  fab.  ’Tis  a  very  odd  one  ;  but  fhe  expreffes  it  fo  fenfibly,  I  cannot  but  believe 
her. 

term.  If  they  do  not  ask  me  who  this  is,  I  have  told  my  Tale  in  vain.  Now, 
Ladies,  I  hope  you  have  charity  enough  to  pardon  the  weaknels  of  a  poor  young 
vWoman,  who  fuffers  Ihame  enough  within. 

teref  We  (hall  be  glad  to  do  you  what  kindnefs  we  can. 

term .  Oh,  had  you  feen  this  molt  bewitching  ^perfon,  fo  Beautiful,  Witty,  and 
well  bred,  and  full  of  molt  Gentleman-like  Qualities,  you  wou’d  be  the  readier 
to  have  Cempaffion  on  me. 

Jfab.  Pray,  who  is  it  ? 

Term.  Alas,  ’tis  no  Peer et,  it  is  Belfond,  who  calls  Sir  Edward  Belfund  Father, 
but  is  his  Nephew. 

Jfab.  What  do  I  hear  ?  Was  ever  Woman  fo  unfortunate  as  I,  in  her  firft 
Love. 

teref  Tis  molt  unlucky. 

Term.  That  is  the  Niece :  I  fee  ’twas  he  who  was  to  Marry  her. 

Jfab.  But  I  am  glad  1  have  thus  early  heard  it :  l’le  never  fee  his  face  more. 

Ruth •  All  this  is  falfe  :  He  is  a  Pious  man,  and  true  Profeflbr.  This  vile  Wo¬ 
man  will  break  the  Match  oft^  and  undo  my  hopes.  afide. 

Term .  Tis  as  I  thought.  He  is  a  Ranting  Blade,  a  Royfter  of  the  Town. 

Ruth. 
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r  Ruth.  Come,  you  are  an  idle  Woman  and  belye  hinybegone  out  of  the  doors; 
there’s  the  back-way,  you  need  not  pretend  fear  of  your  Brother. 

Term.  I  am  oblig’d  enough  in  the  prefcnt  defence'  you  gave  me  :  I  intended 
not  to  trouble  you  long  ;  but  Heaven  can  witnefswhat  I  (ay  is  true. 

Ifab.  Do  you  hear  Coufin  !  ’tis  moft  certain,  111  never  fee  him. 

Ruth.  Go,  wicked  Woman, go,what  evil  Spirit  fent  thee  hither?  I  fay  be  gone. 

Term.  I  go.  1  care  not  what  ihe  lays,  it  works  where  I  would  have  it.  Your 
Servant  Ladies.  -  Exit* 

Ruth.  Go,  go,  thou  wicked  Slanderer. 

Teref.  See  him  but  once,  to  hear  what  he  can  (ay  in  his  Defence. 

Ifab.  Yes,  to  hear  him  lye,  as  all  theSex  will :  Perfwade  me  not ;  I  am  fix'd. 

Ruth .  Look  thee,  dfabella. 

I  fab.  I  am  refolv’d.  *  Exit  Ifabella  baftilyt 

Teref.  Dear  Ruth ,  thou  deareft  Friend,  whom  once  we  took  for  our  molt 
cruel  Gaolor,  let’s  follow,  and  help  me  to  convince  her  ofher  Error  ;  but  I  am 
refoiv ’d,if  (he  be  ftubborn,  to  undo  her  (elf,  (he  fhall  not  ruine  me  :  I  will  elcape. 

Ruth.  Let  us  perfuade  her-  Exeunt * 

Enter  Belfond  Senior ,  and  Hackum. 

Self.  Sen.  Captain,  call  all  my  Servants,  why  don’t  they  wait? 

Enter  Margaret,  and  Mrs.  Hacklim  with  a  Cawdle 
Oh,  my  pure  Blowing ,  my  Convenient ,  my  Tackle  ! 

Marg.  How  doft  thou,  myDear  ? 

Mrs.  Hack-  I  have  brought  you  a  Cawdle  here ;  there’s  Amber- greefe  in  it, 
?tis  a  rare  refrefhing,  ftrengthning  thing. 

Belf.Sen.  What,  adad,  you  take  me  for  a  Bride- groom  ;  I  fcorn  a  Cawdle, 
give  me  fome  Cherry  brandy/-  He  drink  her  Health  in  a  Bumper  ;  Do  thee  eat 
this,  Child. 

Mrs.  Hack.  I  have  that  at  hand — here,  Sir.  She  fetches  the  Brandy. 

Enter  Captain  Hackum,  and  Servants. 

Belf.Sen.  Come,  my  dear  Natural,  here’s  a  Bumper  of  Cherry- brandy  to  • 
thy  Health  ;  but  firft  let  me  krfs  thee,  my  dear  Rogue. 

Enter  Sir  William 

Sir  Will.  Some  Thunderbolt  light  on  my  Head  ;  what’s  this  1  fee  ? 

Belf.  Sen.  My  Father  ! 

Enter  Cheatly  and  ShamWell. 

Sir  Will.  Hey,  here’s  the  whole  Kennel  of  Hell- hounds. 

Cheat.  Bear  up  to  him,  bow,  wow. 

Sham.  Do  not  flinch,  bow,  wow. 

Belf.Sen.  Bow,  wow,  Bow,  wow. 

Sir  Will.  Moft  impudent  abandon’d  Rafcal ;  kt  me  go,  let  me  come  at  him; 
audacious  Varlet,  how  durft  thou  look  on  me  ? 

He  endeavours  to  fly  at  his  Son ,  Footmen  bold  him. 

Belf.Sen.  Go  ftrike  your  Dogs,  and  call  them  names,  you  have  nothing  to 
do  with  me,  I  am  of  full  Age  ;  and  I  thank  Heaven,  am  gotten  loofe  from  your 
Yoak,  don’t  think  to  put  upon  me,  I’le  be  kept  no  longer  like  a  Frigfter,  a  filly 
Country  Fut,  fit  for  nothing  but  to  be  a  Bubble t  a  Caravan,  or  fo, 


Sir  Will  A  moft  perfedl:  downright  Canting  Rogue  ;  am  I  not  your  father. 
Sirrah  ?  Sirrah,  am  I  not  ? 

'Belf  Sen.  Yes,  and  Tenant  for  life  to  my  Eftate  in  Tail,  and  lie  look  to  you, 
that  you  commit  no  wafte  ;  what  a  Pox,  did  you  think  to  Nofe  me  for  ever, 
as  the  faying  is  ?  I  am  not  fo  dark  neither,  1  am  Jharp,  Jharp  as  a  Needle ,  I  can 
fmoak  now,  as  foon  as  another. 

Sir  Will.  Let  me  come  at  him. 

Cheat .  So  long  as  you  forbear  all  Violence  you  are  fafe  *,  but  if  you  ftrike 
here,  we  command  the  Fryers,  and  we  will  raife  the  PoJJe. 

Sir  Will.  O  Villain  /  Thou  notorious  undoer  of  young  Heirs ;  And  thou  per¬ 
nicious  Wretch,  thou  art  no  part  of  me  ;  have  1  from  thy  firft  fwadling  nou- 
lifh’d  thee  and  bred  thee  up*  with  Care. 

Belf.  Sen.  Yes,  with  care  to  keep  your  Money  from  me,  and  breed  me  in  the 
greateft  Ignorrnce,  fit  for  your  Slave,  and  not  your  Son  ;  I  had  been  finely 
dark  if  I  had  ftaid  at  home. 

Sir  Will.  Were  you  not  Educated  like  a  Gentleman  l 
Belf.  Sen.  No3  like  a  Grafier,  or  a  Butcher  ;  if  J  had  ftaid  in  the  Couutry,  l  had 
never  feen  fuch  a  Nab ,  arum  Nab,  fixch  a  Modifti  Porker ,  fuch  fpruce  and  neat 
Accoutrements  ;  here  is  a  Tattle ,  here’sa  Famhle ,  and  here’s  the  Co/e,  th e  Ready, 
the  Rhino,  the  'Darby  ;  I  have  a  luftv  Cod  Old  Prig ,  l*d  have  thee  know,  and 
am  very  Rhinocerical ,  here  are  Meggs  and  Smelts  good  ftore,  Decufes  and  Georges, 
the  Land  is  Entail’d,  and  I  will  have  my  fnack  of  it  while  I  am  young,  adad, 

1  will.  Hah  ! 

Sir  Will.  Some  Mountain  cover  me,  and  hide  my  fhame  for  ever  from  the 
World  ;  did  1  not  beget  thee,  Rogue? 

Belf.  Sen.  What  know  1  whether  you  did  or  hot  ?  But  *twas  not  to  ufe  me 
like  a  Slave,  but  I  am  (harp  and  fmoaky ;  I  had  been  purely  Bred,  had  I  been 
Rul’d  by  you,  1  fhould  never  have  known  thefe  Worthy  Ingenious  Gentlemen, 
my  dear  Friends,  all  this  fine  Language  had  been  Heathen  Greek  to  me,  and  I 
had  ne’re  been  able  to  have  cut  a  Sham  or  Banter  while  I  had  liv’d,  adad  :  Od- 
lookers,  I  know  my  felf,  and  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  you. 

Sir  Will.  I  am  aftonifh’d  / 

Belf.  Sen.  Shall  my  younger  Brother  keep  his  Coach  and  Equipage,  and  (hine 
like  a  Spruce  Prigg,  and  1  be  your  Bayly  in  the  Country  ?  Hi,  La  Mar\  bid  my 
Coach  be  ready  at  the  Door ;  I’ll  make  him  know  1  am  elder  Brother,  and  I  will 
have  the  better  Liveries,  and  [  am  refolved  to  mannage  my  Natural,  my  pure 
Blowing,  my  Convenient ,  my  Peculiar,  my  Tackle ,  my  Purefi  Pure ,  as  the  reft  of 
the  young  Gentlemen  of  the  Town  do. 

Sir  William,  A  moft  confirm’d  Alatian  Rogue  !  Afide. 

Thou  moft  ungracious  Wretch  to  break  oft  from  me,  at  fuch  a  time,  when  I 
had  provided  a  Wife  for  you,  a  PrettyToung  Lady, with  fifteen  thousand  Pound 
down,  have  fetlcd  a  great  Jointure  upon  her,  and  a  large  Eftate  in  Prefent  on 
you,  the  Writings  all  fealed,  and  nothing  wanting  but  you,  whom  I  had  fent 
for  Poft  out  of  the  Country  to  marry  her 

Belf  Sen.  Very  likely,  that  you,  who  have  cudgcl’dme  from  my  Cradle,  and 
made  rne  your  Slave,  and  grutch’d  me  a  Crown  in  my  Pocket,  (houlddo  all  this. 

Cheat . 


~  Cheat .  Believe  him  not there's  not  one  word  of  Truth  ini. 

Sham.  This  is  a  Trick  to  get  you  in  his  Power. 

Sir  Will .  The  Writings  are  all  at  my  Attorneys  in  the  Temple  \  you  may  go 
with  me,  and  fee'm  all*,  and,  if  you  will  comply,  lie  pardon  what  is  pail  and 
marry  you. 

Belf.  Sen.  <No,  no,  7 3m  Jharp^  as  7  told  yon,  and  fmoaky  ^  you  fhall  not  put 
upon  me,  /underftand  your  Shams  ;  but  to  talk  fairly,  in  all  occurrences  of 
this  Natufe,  which  either  may,  or  may  not  be,,  according  to  the  different  acci¬ 
dents  whfch  often  intervene  upon  feveral  opportunities,  from  whence  we  may 
colled  either  Good  or  Bad,  according  to  the  nature  of  the  things  themfelves  \ 
and  fo^afmuch  as  whether  they  be  good  or  Bad  concerns  only  the  Under- 
(landings  fo  far  forth  as  it  employs  its  Faculties:  Now  fince  all  this  is  pre- 
mifed,  let  us  come  to  the  matter  in  hand. 

Sir  Will.  Prodigious  Impudence !  O  Devil !  lie  to  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice, 
and  with  his  Tip-ftaff  7’le  do  your  Bufinefs,  Rogues,  Dogs  and  Villains,  7 
will.  N  Exit  in  Fury * 

Cheat.  This  was  bravely  carry'd  on. 

Sham.  Moll  admirably. 

Belf.  Sen.  Ai,  was!  not  ?  Don't  7  begin  to  Banter  pretty  well  ?  ha  I 

Cheat.  Rarely  :  But  a  word  in  private,  my  refplendent  Brig.  You  fee  your 
Father  refolves  to  put  fome  Trick  upon  you  ;  be  beforehand  with  him,  and  mar¬ 
ry  this  Fortune  7  have  prepar'd  ^  Lofe  no  time  but  fee  her,  and  treat  with 
her,  if  you  like  her,  as  foon  as  you  can. 

Belf.  Sen.  You  are  in  the  right,  let  not  my  Blowing  hear  a  Word  j  lie  to  her 
inllantly. 

Cheat.  Shamwell  and  /'le  go  and  prepare  her  for  a  Vifit ;  you  know  the  place. 

Belf  Sen.  I  do,  come  along -  Ex  cant. 

Enter  Cheatly,  Shamwell,  and  Mrs.  Termagant,  in  her  fine  Lodgings. 

Cheat.  Madam,  you  mull  carry  your  felf  fome  what  Stately,  but  Curteoully, 
to  the  Bubble. 

Sham.  Somewhat  referv'dly,  and  yet  fo  as  to  give  him  hopes. 

Term.  I  warrant  you,  let  me  alone  }  and  if  I  effed  this  bufinefs,  you  are 
the  bell  Friends }  fuch  Friends  as  7  could  never  yet  exped:  ’Twill  be  anex- 
quifite  Revenge. 

Cheat.  He  comes!  Come  Noble  Efquire.  Enter  Belfond  Senior. 

Madam,  this  is  the  Gentleman  whom  7  would  recommend  to  your  Ladilhips 
Favour,  who  is  ambitious  of  kilfing  your  Hand. 

Belf.  Sen.  Yes,  Madam,  as  Mr.  Cheatly  fays,  I  am  ambitious  of  kilfingyour 
Hand,  and  your  Lip  too,  Madam  ^  for  I  vow  to  Gad,-  Madam,  there  is  not  a 
Perfon  in  the  World,  Madam,  has  a  greater  honour  for  your  Perfon  :  And, 
Madam,  I  allure  you  7  am  a  Perfon - - 

Term.  My  good  Friend,  Mr.  Cheatly ,  with  whom  /intrullthe  Management 
of  my  fmall  Fortune - 

Cheat.  Small  Fortune  !  nay  it  is  a  large  one — 

Term.  Ha's  told  me  of  your  Family  andCharader:  To  your  Name  7  am  no 
Stranger,  nor  to  your  Eltate,  though  this  is  the  firlt  time  7  have  had  the  ho¬ 
nour  to  fee  your  Perfon.  H  ~  Belf 
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Belf.  Sen.  Hold,  good  Madam ,  the  Honour  lies  on  my  fide  file's  a  rare  Lady, 
tfcn  times  handfomer  than  my  Blowings :  (And  here's  a  Lodging  and  Furniture 
for  a  Queen !)  Madam,  if  your  Ladyfiiip  pleafe  to  accept  of  my  Affeftion  in  an 
honourable  way,  you  fhall  find  7  am  no  Putt ,  no  Country  Prigfier ,  nor  lhall 
ever  want  the  Meggs ,  the  Smelts,  Decufesand  Georges ,  theTfo^/yand  theJ^feo.* 
/  am  Rhinoceriedl. 

Term.  I  want  nothing  Sir,  Heaven  be  thanked. 

Sham.  Her  worft  Servants  eat  in  Plate  ^  and  her  Maids  have  all  Silver 
Chamber-pots. 

Belf.  Sen.  Madam,  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  am  fomewhat  Bowfie  I  have  been 
drinking  Bumpers  and  Facers  till  1  am  almoft  Clear e  :  I  have  3000  /.  a  year,  and 
20000  Pounds-worth  of  Wood,  wdiich  I  can  turn  into  Cole  and  Ready,  and  my 
Eftate  ne'er  t  her  worfe  *,  there's  only  the  Incumbrance  of  an  Old  Fellow  upon 
it,  and  I  lhall  break  his  Heart  fuddenly. 

Term.  This  is  a  weighty  matter,  and  requires  advice :  nor  is  it  a  fudden 
work  to  perfuade  my  Heart  to  Love.  I  have  my  choice  of  Fortunes. 

Belf.  Sen.  Vefy  like  Madam :  But  Mr.  Cheatly  and  my  Coufin  Shamwell  can 
tell  you  that  my  Occafions  require  halt,  dee  fee  !  and  therefore  I  defire  you  to 
refolve  as  foon  as  conveniently  you  can.  A  noife  of  a  Tumult  without , 

Cheat.  What's  this  I  hear?  and  Blowing  of  a  Horn. 

Sham .  They  are  up  in  the  Friers :  Pray  Heaven  the  Sheriffs  Officers  be  not 
come. 

Cheats  'Slife,  'tis  fo  ;  fhift  for  your  felves  •,  Squire,  let  me  conduct  you  — 
This  is  your  wicked  Father  with  Officers.  Exit. 

Crywihtout ,  The  Tip- faff,  an  Ar  reft)  an  Arreft  ;  and  the  Horn  Blows. 

Enter  Sir  William  Belfond,  and  a  Tip-fluff,  with  the  Cunftable  and  his  Witch-men 

and  again  ft  them  the  Poffe  of  the  Friers  'drawn  up ,  Bankrupts  hurrying  to  efcape. 

Sir  Will .  Are  you  mad  to  refill  the  Tip-ftaff,  the  King’s  Authority  ?  They 
cry  out ,  An  Arreft .  Several  flocks  to  "'em  with  all  forts  of 
Weapons .  Women  with  Fire-Forks, Spits,  Paring-fhovels,&Q% 
Enter  Cheatly,  Shamwell,  Belfond  Sen.  and  Hackum. 

Cheat.  We  are  too  ftrong  for  'em  :  Stand  your  ground. 

Sir  Will.  We  demand  that  fame  Squire,  Cheatly,  Shamwell,  and  Bully  Hackum : 
Deliver  them  up,  and  all  the  reft  of  you  are  fafe. 

Hack  Not  a  Man. 

Sir  Will.  Nay  then,  have  at  you. 

Tip-ft.  1  charge  you,  in  the  King’s 
Name,  all  to  affift  me. 

Rabble.  Fall  on. 

Cheat.  Come  on  thou  wicked  Author 
of  this  Broil.  You  are  ourPrifoner. 

Sir  Will.  Let  me  go,  Rogue. 

Sham.  Now  we  have  you  in  the  Temple,  we’ll  fiiew  you  the  Pump  firft. 

Sir  IT///.  Dogs,  Rogues,  Villains. 

Sham.  To  the  Pump,  to  the  Pump. 

N  Hack:  Pump  him,  Pump  him. 

Belf 


Rabble ,  beat  the  Con  ft  able  and  the 
reft  run  into  the  7'emple.  Tip-ft  aff 
runs  away.  They  takg  Sir  Wil¬ 
liam  Pnfoner. 


Rabble.  Belfond  Sen.  runs 
fir fl  away.  The  Tempters 
beat  ’em,  and  take  Cheatly, 
Sham  well  and  Hackiim 
Pnfoners. 
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Belf.  Sen.  Ah,  Pump  him,  Pump  him,  Old  Prigg. 

Rabb.  Pump,  Pump,  to  the  Pump  5  Huzza  1 

Enter  Belfond  Junior,  Truman,  and  feveral  Gentlemen,  Porter  of  the  Temple, 

and  Belfond’j  Eootman. 

Belf.  Jun.  What’s  the  matter  here  ? 

Trum.  The  Rabble  have  catcht  a  Bailiff! 

Belf.  Jun.  Death  and  Hell,  ’tis  my  Father  ’tis  a  Gentleman,  my  Father. 
Gentlemen,  I  befeech  you  lend  me  your  hands  to  his  Refcue. 

Trum.  Come  on,  Rafcals :  Have  we  caught  All  Draw,  and  fall  upon  the 
you  ?  We’ll  make  you  an  Example. 

Belf.  Jun.  Here!  where  are  Officers  of  the 
Temple  ?  Porter,  do  youlhut  the  Gates  into 
White  Friers. 

Port.  I  will,  Sir. 

Belf.  Jun.  Here’s  a  Guinea  among  ye.  See  thefe  three  Rogues  well  Pumpt, 
and  let  ’em  go  through  the  whole  Courfe. 

Cheat.  Hold,  hold,  I  am  Gentleman. 

Sham.  I  am  yourCoufin. 

Hack,  Hold,  hold,  Scoundrel,  I  am  a  Captain. 

Belf.  Jun.  Away  with ’em. 

Sir  Will .  Away  with  ’em.  Dear  Son,  I  am  infinitely  oblig’d  to  you  :  I  ask 
your  Pardon  for  all  that  I  have  faid  againff:  you  :  I  have  wrong’d  yon. 

Belf.  Jun.  Good  Sir,  refled  not  on  that-,  I  am  refolv’d,  e.e’r  I  have  done^ 
to  deferve  your  good  Word. 

Sir  Will.  ’Twas  ill  Fortune,  we  have  mifs’d  my  mod  ungracious  Rebel,  that 
Monffer  of  Villany. 

Belf.  Jun.  Let  me  alone  with  him  Sir,  upon  my  Honour  I  will  deliver  him 
fafe  this  Night.  But  now  let  us  fee  the  Execution. 

Sir  Will.  Dear  Ned,  you  bring  Tears  into  my  Eyes.  Let  me  embrace  thee, 
my  only  Comfort  now. 

Belf.  Jun.  GoodSir,.  let’s  on  and  fee  the  Juftice  of  this  place.  Exeunt. 


ACT.  V.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Cheatly,  Shamwell,  Hackum. 

Cheat .  Unmerciful  Dogs !  Were  ever  Gentlemen  usrd  thus  before?  I  am 

V>/  drencht  into  a  Quartan  Ague. 

Sham.  My  Limbs  are  ftiff  and  numb’d  all  over :  But  where  I.am  beaten  and 
bruis’d,  there  I  have  fome  Senfe  left. 

Hacl Dry  Blows  I  could  have  born  magnimoufly ;  but  to  be  made  fuch  a 
Sop  of— Befides,  I  have  had  the  word  of  it,  by  wearing  my  own  Hair  •,  to* 
beShavUallononefide,  and  with  a  Lather  made  of  Channel-dirt*  infteadofa 

H  2  ~  Waflu 
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Wafh-ball :  I  have  loft  half  the  belt  Head  of  Hair  in  the  Friers  ^  and  a  Whis¬ 
ker  worth  Fifty  Pound  in  its  Intrinfick  Value  to  a  Commander. 

Cheat.  Indeed  your  Magnanimous  Phyz  is  fomewhat  disfigur’d  by  it,  Captain. 

Sham .  Your  Military  Countenance  has  loft  much  of  its  Ornament. 

Hack,  I  am  as  difconfolate  as  a  Bee  that  has  loft  his  Sting  ;  the  other'  Moity 
of  Whisker  muft  follow :  Then  all  the  terror  of  my  Face  is  gone ;  that  Face 
that  us’d  to  fright  young  Priggs  into  Submiffion.  I  fhall  now  look  but  like  an 
Ordinary  Man. 

Cheat.  We’ll  fwinge  thefe  Rogues  with  Indictments  for  a  Riot,  and  with 
ACtions  Sans  Nomhre. 

Sham .  What  Reparation  will  that  be  ?  I  am  a  Gentleman,  and  can  never 
fhew  my  Face  among  my  Kindred  more. 

Cheat.  We  that  canfhewour  Faces  after  what  we  have  done,  may  wellfliew 
*em  after  what  we  have  fuffer’d.  Great  Souls  are  above  Ordinances-,  and  ne¬ 
ver  can  be  Slaves  to  Fame. 

Hack  My  Honor  is  tender,  and  this  one  Affront  will  coft  me  at  leaft  five 
Murders. 

Cheat.  Let’s  not  prate  and  fhiverin  cold  Fits  here,  but  call  your  Wife  with 
the  Cherry-Brandy,  and  let’s  ask  after  the  Squire :  If  they  have  taken  him,  ’tis 
the  worft  part  of  the  Story. 

Hack  No,  I  faw  the  Squire  run  into  the  Friers  at  firft.  But  I’ll  go  fetch 
fome  Cherry-Brandy,  and  that  will  comfort  us.  Stef  s  in  for  Brandy . 

Here’s  the  Bottle,  let’s  drink  by  Word  of  Mouth.  Brink. 

Cheat.  Your  Cherry-Brandy  is  moft  fovereigm  and  edifying.  Cheatly  drink. 

Sham ,  Moft  exceeding  comfortable  after  our  Temple-pickling.  Drink • 

Cheat.  A  Fifh  has  a  darn’d  life  on’t  ;  I  fhall  have  that  Averfion  to  Water,  af¬ 
ter  this  —  that  I  fhall  fcarce  ever  be  cleanly  enough  to  wafh  my  Face  again. ' 

Hack  Well !  I’ll  to  the  Barbers  and  get  my  felf  fhav’d  ;  then  go  to  the  Squire, 
and  be  new  Accouter’d.  Exit  Hack. 

Cheat.  Dear  Shammll ,  we  muft  not  for  a  little  Affliction,  forget  our  main 
Bufinefs ;  our  Caravan  muft  be  well  manag’d  :  He  is  now  drunk,  and  when  he 
wakes,  will  be  very  fit  to  be  marry’d.  Mrs.  Termagant  has  given  us  a  Judg¬ 
ment  of  2000  /.  upon  that  Condition. 

Sham.  Thefooner  we  difpofe  of  him,  the  better;  for  All  his  Kindred  are 
bent  to  retrieve  him  ;  and  the  Temple  joying  in  the  War  againft  us,  will  be 
too  hard  for  us;  fo  that  we  muft  make  what  we  can  of  him  immediately. 

Cheat.  If  he  fhouldbe  once  Cool,  or  Irrefolute,  we  have  loft  him,  and  all 
our  hopes ;  but  when  we  have  Sufficiently  dipt  him,  as  we  fhall  by  this  Mar¬ 
riage  and  her  Judgment,  he  is  our  own  for  ever. 

Sham.  But  what  fhall  we  do  for  our  White-Friers  Chaplain ,  our  Hlfatian  Divine  ? 
I  was  in  fearch  of  him  before  our  late  Misfortune,  and  the  Rogue  is  hol’d 
fomewhere,  I  could  not  find  him,  and  we  are  undone  without  him. 

Cheat.  ’Tis  true ;  pray  go  inftantly*  and  find  him  out ;  he  dares  not  ftir 
out  of  this  Covert  ;  beat  it  well  all  over  for  him  y  you’ll  find  him  tappes’d  in 
fome  Ale-houfe,  Bawdy-houfe,  or  Brandy-fhop. 

Sham.  He’s  a  brave  Twinging  Orthodox,  and  will  Marry  any  Couple  at  any 
.  -  '  '  "  ~  '  ' time^ 


(**')' 

time'  he  defies  Licenfe  and  Canonical  Hours,  and  all  thofe  foolifh  Ceremonies 

Cheat.  Pr’ithe  look  after  him,  while  I  go  to  prepare  the  Lady. 

Sham.  You  Rogue,  Cheatly,  you  have  a  loving  Defign  upon  her ;  you  will  go 
'to  twelve  with  the  Squire :  If  you  do,  I  will  have  my  fnack. 

Cheat.  Go,  go,  you  are  a  Wag.  Exeunt  fever  ally. 

Enter  Ruth,  Belfond  Junior ,  and  Truman  at  Scrapehall’s  Houfe. 

Ruth.  She  told  her  tale  fo  paffionately,  that  Ifabella  believes  every  word  of 
it ;  and  is  refolv’d,  as  lire  fays,  never  to  fee  thee  more. 

Belf.  Jun.  Oh,  this  molt  malicious,  and  molt  infamous  of  her  Sex ;  there 
is  not  the  leaft  truth  in  her  Accufation. 

Tru.  That  to  my  Knowledge,  he  is  not  a  Man  of  thofe  Principles. 

Ruth.  I  will  fend  them  to  you,  if  I  can;  and  in  the  mean  time  be  upon  the 
Watch. 

Tru.  Take  this  Writing  with  thee ;  which  is  a  Bond  from  us, to  make  good 
our  Agreement  with  thee. 

Ruth.  ’Tis  well,  and  ftill  I  doubt  not  to  perform  my  part.  Exit. 

Belf.  Jun.  Was  ever  man  plagu’d  with  a  Wench  like  me  /  Well, fay  what  they 
will,  the  Life  of  a  Whore-maiter  is  a  foolifh,  reltlefs,  anxious  life ;  and  there’s 
an  end  on’t.  What  can  be  done  with  this  Malicious  Devil?  A  Man  cannot 
offer  violence  to  a  Woman. 

Tru.  Steal  away  her  Child,  and  then  you  may  awe  her. 

Belf.  Jun.  I  have  EmifTaries  abroad,  to  find  out  the  Child  ;  but  fhe’ll  Sacri¬ 
fice  that,  and  all  the  World,  to  her  Revenge. 

Tru.  You  muft  Arreft  her  upon  a  Swinging  Adtion,  which  fhe  cannot  get  Bay! 
for,  and  keep  her  till  fhe  is  humbled. 

Enter  Terefia. 

Madam,  I  kifs  your  hands. 

Teref.  You  have  done  well,  Mr.  Belfond  :  Here  has  been  a  Lady,  whom  you 
have  had  a  Child  by,  were  Contrafted  to,  and  have  deferted,  for  an  Attorny’s 
Daughter  which  you  keep ;  my  Coufin  fays  fhe  will  never  fee  you  more. 

.Be//.  Jun.  If  this  be  true.  Madam,  /  deferve  never  to  fee  her  more;  which 
would  be  worfe  than  Death  to  me. 

Teref.  I  have  prevailed  with  her  once  more  to  fee  you ,  and  hear  what  you 
can  fay  to  this :  Come,  come,  Coufin.  She  leads  in  /fab. 

Look  you,  Coufin,  Mr.  Belfond  denies  all  this  matter. .  _  # 

Ifah.  I  never  doubted  that :  but  certainly  it  is  irppoffible  to  counterfeit  fo 
livelely  as  file  did. 

Belf.  Jun.  Heaven  is  my  Witnefs  that  her  Accufation  is  falfe ;  /  never  was 
yet  contrafted  to  any  Woman,  nor  made  the  leaft  promife,  or  give  any  one  the 
leaft  hope  of  it;  and  if  I  do  not  demonflrate  my  innocence  to  you,  I  will 
be  content  for  ever  to  be  debarr’d  the  fight  of  you,  more  priz’d  by  me  than 
Liberty,  or  Life. 

Ifah.  And  yet  perhaps  thefe  very  words  were  Laid  to  her. 

Tru.  Madam,  you  have  not  time,  if  you  value  your  own  Liberty,  to  argu® 
any  longer  :  We  will  carry  you  to  Sir  Edward  Belfond's,  his  Sifter  ishisHoufe- 
keeper,  and  there  you  may  be  entertain’d  with  fafety  of  your  Honour.  ~ 


_  Teref  He  is  efteem’d  a  Worthy  Gentleman  j  nor  cou’d  we  chufe  a  better 
Guardian.  t 

I  fib.  At  leafl  how  could  you  ufe  a  Woman  ill  you  had  a  Child  by. 

Bclf.  jun.  Not  all  the  Malice  of  Mankind  can  equal  hers.  I  have  been  frail:  ‘ 
I  mult  confefs,  as  others ;  and  though  /  have  provided  for  her  and  her  Child> 
yet  every  day /he  does  me  all  the  molt  outragious  mifchief  (he  canpoffibly  con^ 
ceive  ^  but  this  has  touched  me  in  tenderelt  point. 

I  fab.  T would  be  much  for  my  Honour,  to  put  my  felf  into  the  hancfs  of 
a  known  Wencher. 

Belf  Jun.  Into  the  hands  of  one,  who  has  abandon’d  all  the  thoughts  or  Vice 
and  Folly  for  you. 

Tyh.  Befides,  Madam,  you  neither  of  you  trull  us;  your  Governefs  is  with 
you,  and  yet  we  are  ready  to  make  good  our  words  by  the  affillance  of  the 
Farfon. 

Teref.  That’s  another  point :  But  I  am  fure,  Coufin,  there  is  no  dallying 
about  our  Liberty  :  if  you  be  in  love  with  your  Jay l,ltay;  /, for  ray  part,  am 
refolv’d  to  go.. 

Bclf.  Jun.  My  tinkle’s  a  vertuous  honourable  Man  ;  my  Annt,  his  Siller,  a 
Lady  of  great  Piety :  think  if  you  will  not  be  fafer  there,  than  with  your 
Unkle*  by  whom  you  are  fold  for  50000/.  to  my  knowledge,  to  one  who  is 
the  moll  the  debauch’d  diiTolute  Fellow  this  day  in  London. 

Teref  Liberty,  liberty,  I  fay  •,  J’le  trull  my  felf,  and  my  Governefs. 

Enter  Ruth. 

Ruth.  Halle,  and  agree  :  Your  Father  has  fent  to  have  Supper  ready  in 
than  half  an  hour. 

Teref  Away,  away  *,  I  am  ready ;  Coufin,  farewel. 

Belf.  Jun.  For  Heavens  fake,  Madam,  on  my  Knees  I  beg  you  to  make  ule 
of  this  occafion,  or  you  have  loll  your  felf ;  and  I  too  fhall  for  ever  lofe  you 
for  Marriage  ;  which  alone  can  keep  me  from  being  the  moll  miferable  :  you 
may  advife,  and  all  things  lhall  be  clear’d  up  to  your  wilh. 

Teref  Farewel,  Dear  Coufin  :  let’s  kifs  at  parting. 

Ifabel.  Sure  thou  hall  not  the  Confeience ;  thou  wilt  not  leave  me.  ?; 

Teref .  By  my  Troth  but  I  will. 

Ifab *  By  my  troth  but  you  lhall  not ;  for  lie  go  with  thee* 

Belf.  Jun.  May  all  the  joys  of  Life  for  ever  wait  on  you.. 

Ruth.  Halle  !  halte!  begon -  Exeunt 

Enter  Sir  William  Bel  fond.. 

Sir  Will.  That  I  Ihould  live  to  this  unhappy  Age!  to  fee  the  fruit  of  all  my 
hopes  thus  blafted  :  How  long,  like  Chy  mills,  have  I  watch’d  and  toil’d  ?  and 
and  in  the  minute  when  I  expected  to  have  feen  Proje&ion,  all  is  blown  up  in 
Fumo..  Enter  Sir  Edward. 

Brother  !-  I  am  a/ham’d  to  look  on  you,  my  difappointment  is  fo  great.  Oh 
this  moll  wicked  Recreant  !  this  perverfe  and  infamous  Son*. 

Sir  Edxv.  Brother,  a  Wife  Man  is  never  difappointed*  Man’s  Life  is  like  a 
Game  at  Tables  ;  if  at  any  time  the  Call  you-  moll  /hall  need  does  not  come 
let  that  which  comes  instead  of  it  be  mended  by  your  Play, 
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Sir  Will  How  different  h&ve  been  our  Fates  ?  I  left  the  Pieafures  of  the  Town 
to  Marry,  which  was  no  fniall  Bondage,  had  Children,  which  brought  more 
care  upon  me  :  For  their  fakes  I  liv’d  a  ruftick,  painful,  hard,  fevere,  and  me¬ 
lancholy  Life  :  Morofe,  inhofpitable,  fparing  even  Neceffaries :  Tenacious,  even 
to  griping,  for  their  good :  My  Neighbours  fhunn’d  me,  my  Friends  negle¬ 
cted  me,  "my  Children  hate  me,  and  with  my  Death  :  Nay,  this  wicked  Son  in 
whom  I  have  fet  up  my  Reft,  and  principally  for  whofe  Good  I  thus  had 
liv'd,  has  now  defeated  all  my  hopes. 

Six  Edw.  ’Twas  your  own  choice:-  you  would  not  learn  from  others. 

Sir  Will.  You  have  liv’d  ever  at  cafe,  indulg'd  all  Pieafures,  and  melted  down 
your  time  in  daily  Feafts,  and  in  continual  Revels :  Gentle,  Complaifant,  Af¬ 
fable,  and  Liberal,  and  at  great  expence  :  The  World  fpeaks  well  of  you } 
Mankind  embrace  you  ^  your  Son  loves  you,  and  wilhes  your  Life  as  much  as 
he  can  do  his  own.  But  I'll  perplex  my  felf  no  more  :  I  look  upon  this  Raf- 
cal  as  an  Excrement,  a  Wen’  orGangreen'd  Limb,  lopt  off. 

Sir  Edw.  Rather  look  on  him  as  a  Diflocated  one,  and  get  him  fet  again  : 
By  this  time  you  fee,  Severity  will  do  nothing,  entice  him  back  to  you  by  Love. 
In  fhort,  give  him  Liberty  and  a  good  Allowance :  There  now  remains  no  other 
way  to  reclaim  him  j  for  like  a  Stone-horfe  broke  in  among  the  Mares, no  Fence 
hereafter  will  contain  him. 

Sir  Will.  Brother,  I  look  upon  you  as  a  true  Friend,  that  would  not  infult 
upon  my  Folly  and  Prefumption,  and  confefs  you  are  nearer  to  the  right  than 
I :  Your  Son  I  hope  will  be  a  Comfort  to  me. 

Sir  Edw.  I  doubt  it  not  ;  but  confider,  if  you  do  not  reconcile  your  felf 
and  reclaim  yours  as  I  fcell  you,  you  lop  off  the  Paternal  Eftate,  which  is  all 
entail'd  for  ever  upon  your  Family  :  For,  in  the  Courfe  he  is,  the  Reverfion 
will  be  gone  in  your  Life  time. 

Belfond  Jun.  Truman,  Ifabella,  Terefia,  and  Ruth. 

Self.  Jun.  Here  are  my  Father  and  my  Unkle:  Mask  your  felves,  Ladies  \ 
you  muft  not  yet  difeover  who  you  are. 

Sir  Edw.  Yonder's  Ned,  and  his  Friend,  with  Ladies  Mask’d  :  WhofhouM 
they  be. 

Six  Will.  Whores,  Whores,  what  fhould  they  be  elfe  *  Here’s  a  Comfortable 
Sight  again  !  He  is  incorrigible. 

Six  Edw.  ’Tis  you  that  are  incorrigible :  How  ready  are  you  with  your 
Cenfures ! 

Bdf.  Jun.  Sir,  pardon  the  freedom  I  ufe  with  you }  I  humbly  defire  prote¬ 
ction  for  thefe  Ladies  in  your  Houfe:  They  are  Women  of  Honour,  I  doaf- 
fure  you,  and  defire  to  be  conceal'd  for  fome  fmall  time  •,  an  Hour  hence  I 
will  difeover  all  to  you,  and  you  will  then  approve  of  what  I  do. 

Sir  Edm.  Dear  Ned, I  will  truft  thy  Honour  }  and  without  any  examination, 
do  as  you  would  have  me. 

Sir  Will.  Why,  Brother,  what  a  Pox,  will  you  pimp  for  your  Son  ?  What  a 
Devil,  will  you  make  your  Houfe  a  Bawdy  Houfe  ? 

Sir  Edw.  What,  will  the  Muft  never  be  gotten  out  of  your  old  VedeL?  La¬ 
dies,  be  pleas’d  to  Honour  my  Houfe  and  be  aflur’d,  that  while  you  are  there, 

'tis 


(  <4  ) 

*tis  yours.  _  He  waits  on  the  Ladies ,  and  Ruth. 

Belf,  Jus.  Sir,  itty  friend  and  I  are  juft  now  going  to  do  you  Service:  I’ll 
pawnmy  Life  to  you,  Sir,  I  will  retrieve  your  Rebel  Son,  and  immediately 
reft  ore  him  to  yon,  and  bring  him,  as  he  ought  to  come,  on’s  Knees,  with  a 
full  Submiffion. 

Sir  Will .  You  will  oblige  me :  Thou  gain’ll  upon  me  hourly,  and  I  begin  to' 
love  thee  more  and  more. 

Belf.  Jun.  There’s  nothing  in  the  World  I  aim  at  now  but  your  Love ;  and 
I  will  be  bold  to  fay,  Hhortly  will  deferve  it :  But  this  Bulinefs  requires  hafte, 
for  I  have  laid  every  thing  ready *tis  almoft  Bed-time }  come  Friend.  Exit 

with  Truman. 

Sir  Will.  Well,  I’ll  fay  that  for  him,  he  is  a  good  Natur’d  Eoy  ;  it  makes 
me  weep,  to  think  how  harfh  I  have  been  to  him.  Til  in  to  my  Brother,  and  ex¬ 
pert  the  Event. 

Enter  Belfond  Senior,  Shamwell,  and  Hackum. 

Cheat.  I  value  not  misfortune,  fo  long  as  I  have  my  dear  Friend  Hill  within 
my  Arms. 

Sham.  My  dear,  dear  Colin !  i^will  hug  thee  clofe  to  me  }  I  fear’d  to  have 
loft  thee. 

Belf.  Sen.  How  happy  am  I  in  the  trueft,  the  deareft  Friends  that  ever  Man 
enjoy’d !  Well,  /  was  fo  afflidted  for  you,  /  was  forc’d  to  make  my  felf 
Devillilh  BowlTe  to  comfort  me. 

Cheat.  Your  Brother  has  heard  of  this  great  Match  you  are  towards :  She 
has  to  my  Knowledge,  (for  I  do  all  her  Law-bufmefs  for  her)  1500  /.  a  Year 
Jointure,  and  Ten  Thoufand  Pound  in  Plate,  Money,  and  jewels ;  and  this 
damn’d  Envious  Brother  of  yours  will  break  it  off,  if  you  make  not  hafte  and 
prevent  him. 

Belf.  Sen .  My  Dear  Friends,  you  are  in  the  right:  Never  Man  met  with  fuch 
before.  Til  difappoint  the  Rogue  my  Brother,  and  the  old  Prig  my  Father  j 
adad,  Pil  do  it  inftantly. 

Cheat.  Come,  Squire,  hafte :  Captain,  do  you  follow  us.  Exeunt. 

Scene  Changes  to  Mrs.  Termagant’s  Lodgings. 

Enter  Belfond  Senior,  Cheatly,  Shamwell,  Hackum,  Ear  Jon: 

Mrs.  Termagant  and  her  Servants. 

Cheat.  Madam ,  the  time  admits  of  no  longer  deliberation  *,  if  you  take  not 
this  opportunity,  my  Friend  here  will  be  ravilh’d  from  us. 

Belf.  Sen.  Ay,  Madam,  if  you  take  me  not  now,  you  will  lofe  me  Madam, 
you  will  confider  what  you  do. 

Term .  Well,  Mr.  Cheatly ,  you  difpofe  of  me  as  you  pleafe.  I  have  ever 
been  guided  by  your  wile  advice. 

Sham.  Come,  Parfon,  do  your  Office  *,  have  you  your  Book  about  ye  ? 

Barf.  What,  do  you  think  /  am  without  the  Tools  of  my  Trade? 

Cheat.-  Can’t  you  come  prefently  to  the  joying  of  hands,  and  leave  out  the 
reft  of  the  Formalities.  • 

Barf  Ay,  ay:  Come,  ftand  forth.  Belfond  Sen.  and  Mrs.- Terma- 

. r  -  gant  ftand  forth. 

'  "  ‘  Enter 
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Enter  Bclfond  Junior,  Truman,  ConflabU ,  Serjeant,  Musqueteers. 

Belf.  Jun,  Here  they  are  :  Seize  them  all. 

Cheat.  Hell  and  Damnation  !  We  are  all  undone. 

Belf.  Sen.  Hands  off ;  let  me  alone  :  I  am  going  to  be  Marry’d.  You  envi¬ 
ous  Rafcai  to  come  juft  in  the  nick. 

Belf  Jun.  Brother,  be  fatisfy’d,  there’s  nothing  but  Honour  meant  to  you  : 
*tis  for  your  Service. 

'term.  Oh  this  accurfed  Wretch,  to  come  in  this  unlucky  minute,  and  ruin 
all  my  Fortune. 

Belf.  Sen.  She  has  fifteen  hundred  a  year  Joynture,  and  ten  thoufand  pound 
in  Money,  &c.  and  I  had  been  Marry’d  to  her  in  3  minutes. 

Belf  Jun .  You  have  fcap’d  the  worft  of  Ruins  ;  Refift  not,  if  you  do,  you 
fhall  be  carry'd  by  Head  and  Heels.  Your  Father  will  receive  you,  and'  be 
kind,  and  give  you  as  good  an  Allowance  as  ever  I  had. 

Sham.  Where’s  your  Warrant  ? 

Confi.  Tis  here,  from  my  Lord  Chief  Juftice. 

Belf.  Jun.  Let  me  fee  your  Bride  that  was  to  be.  Oh  Mrs.  termagant !  Oh 
Horror  !  Horror !  What  a  ruin  have  you  fcap’d  /  This  was  my  Miftrifs,  and 
ftill  maintain’d  by  me :  1  have  a  Child  by  her  3  years  old. 

term.  Impudent  Villan  !  How  dare  you  lye  fo  bafely  l 

Belf.  Jun.  By  Heav’n  ’tis  true. 

Term.  I  never  faw  him  in  my  life  before. 

Belf  Jun.  Yes,  often,  to  my  Plague.  Brother,  if  I  do  not  prove  this,  to 
you,  believe  me  not  in  ought  1  e’re  fhall  fay. 

Termagant  goes  to  flab  at  Belfon  A  Jun.  Truman  lays  hold  on  her. 

Tru.  Belfond ,  look  to  your  felf. 

Belf.  Jun.  Ha  /  Difarm  her.  This  is  another  fhow  of  her  good  Nature. 
Brother,  giveme'your  hand,  l’le  wait  on  you  ;  and  you  willthank  me  for  your 
deliverance. 

tru.  I  am  affur’d  you  will ;  You  are  deliver’d  from  the  moft  infamous,  and 
deftrudlive  Villains,  that  ever  yet  took  Sandluary  here. 

Belf.  Jun.  And  from  two  mifehiefs  you  mult  have  for  ever  funk  under,  Inceft 
and  Beggary.  Thofe  three  are  only  in.the  Warrant  with  my  Brother  ;  him  Fie 
wait  upon,  bring  you  the  Reft.  Hey  /  the  cry  is  up  ;  but  we  are  provided. 

A  great  noife  in  the  Streets ,  and  the  Horn  Blowing  ;  an  Arrcft ,  an  Arrefi „ 

Cheat.  Undone,  undone,  all’s  loft ! 

Sham.  Ruin’d;  for  ever  loft  .' 

Hack.  Iam  furpriz’d,  and  cannot  fight  my  way  through. 

Belf  Sen.  What, are  all  thefe  Rogues?  and  that  a  Whore  ?  and  am  I  cheated } 

Belf  Jun.  Ev’n  fo  ;  come  along;  make  ready  Musketeers.  Do  you  take 
care  of  my  Brother,  and  conduct  him  with  the  reft  to  my  Unkles  Houfe  :  I  muft 
go  before,  and  carry  my  little  Miftrefs,  to  make  up  the  bulinefs  with  her 
Father. 

Tru.  Ill  do  it,  I  warrant  you. 

$erjeqnt.  We  are  ready.  ExcunttM  butMxs.  Termagant. 

Term.  Oh  Vile  Misfortune  !  had  he  but  ftaid  fix  minutes,  1  had  Crown’d  all 

1  my 
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my  Revenge  with  one  brave  Ad,  in  Marrying  of  his  Brother.  Well,  I  have 
one  piece  of  Vengeance,  which  1  will  Execute,  or  perifh  Befides  l'le  have  his  ’ 
Blood,  and  then  Tie  dye  contented. 

Scene  the  Street. 

Enter  Belfond  Junior,  Cheatly,  Shamwell,  Hackum,  Truman, 

Conjbabley  Serjeant ,  Guards 

Tru,  What  do  all  thefe  Rabble  here  ? 

Qonfi.  Fire  amongft  'em. 

Serj.  Prefent.  The  Debtors  run  up  and  down,  [owe  without  their  Breeches ,  others  > 

: without  their  Coats  ;  fome  out  of  Balconies  \  fome  crying  out ,  Oars  ,  Oarst 
Sculler ,  five  pound  for  a  Boat,  ten  pound  for  a  Boaty  twenty  pound  for  a  Boat . 

2  he  Inhabitants  all  come  out  arm  d  as  before ;  but  as  foon  as  they  fee  the  Muf- 
queteers  they  run ,  and  every  one  Jhifls  for  himfelf 

Tru.  Hey  how  they  run  /  ~  Exeunt . 

Enter  in  Sir  Edward's  Houfe,  Sir  Edward  Belfond.  and  Attorny. 

Sir  Edw.  This  is  the  time  I  appointed  my  Son  to  bring  your  Daughter  hither  : 
The  Witnefs  is  a  molt  malicious  lying  Wench,  and  can  never-have  credit.  Be¬ 
fides,  you  know  an  Adion  will  fufficiently  flop  her  Mouth  ;  for,  were  it  true, 
(he  can  never  prove  what  fhe  (ays. 

Attor.  You  (ay  right,  Sir  :  next  to  her  being  innocent,  is  the  concealing  of 
her  fhame. 

Enter  Belfond  Jun.  and  Lucia. 

Luc .  And  can  I  live  to  hear  my  fatal  Sentence  of  parting  with  you  f  Hold 
Heart  a  little. 

J Self.  Jun ,  It  is  with  fome  Convulfions  I  am  torn  from  you  ;  butl  muft  Marry 
I  cannot  help  it. 

Luc.  And  muft  I  never  fee  you  more  ? 

Belf.  Jun .  As  a  Lover,  never  ;  but  your  Friend  I'll  be  while  I-have  Breath. 

Luc .  to  her  filf  Heart,  do  not  fwell  fo.  This  has  awakned  me,  and  made, 
me  (eemy  Crime:  Ob,  that  it  had  been  fooner  / 

Belf  Jan.  Sir,  I  beg  a  thoufand  pardons,  that  I  fhou’d  attempt  to  injure  your 
Family,  for  it  has  gone  no  farther  yet :  For  any  Fad,  fhes  innocent ;  but  ’twas 
no  thanks  to  me,  1  am  not  fo.f  If  a  Lie  be  ever  lawful,  ?tis  in  this  cafej  afide. 

Sir  Edw.  Come,  pretty  Lady*  let  me  prefent  you  to  your  Father  :  Tho5  as 
my  Son  (ays,  (he’s  innocent ;  yet,  becaufe  his  Love  had  gone  (o  far,  I  prefent 
her  with  i  joo/.  my  Son  and  you  ihall  be  Truftees  for  her  :  To  Morrow 
you  (hall  have  the  Money. 

Belf  Jun.  You  are  the  belt  of  all  Mankind. 

Attor .  All  the  World  (peaks  your  Praifes  juftly. 

Luc9  A  Thoufand  Thanks,  Sir,  for  your  Bounty  :  And  if  my  Father  pleafe  to 
pardon  me  this  flipD  in  which  I  was  fo  far  from  fad,1  that  I  had  fcarce  intenti¬ 
on  :  1  will  hereafter  out  live  the  ftrideft  Nun. 

Attor.  Rife  :  I  do  pardon  you. 

Sir  Edw,  That’s  well :  Andjf  they  be  not  kind  to  you,  appeal  to  me.  It  will 
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be  fit  for  you  to  go  from  hence  with  the  leaft  notice  that  can  be :  To  Morrow 
I'll  bring  the  Money.  Who  arc  the  Ladies  you  have  entrufted  me  with,  Ned? 

Exit  Attorny  and  Lucia. 

Belf.  Jun.  Scrapealls  Neice  ami  Daughter/  The  Niece  my  Father,  was  to 
give  poo  /.  for,  for  his  Son:  If  you  will  give  me  leave,  I  /hall  Marry  her  for 
nothing  ;  and  the  other  will  take  my  Friend  — 

SirEdw.  How  Ned!  She's  a  Puritan  ? 

Belf  Jun .  No  more  than  you.  Sir  :  She  was  bred  otherwife,  but  was  fain  to 
comply  for  peace  ;  fheis  Beautiful,  and  Witty  to  a  Miracle  ;  and  I  beg  your 
confent,  for  I  will  die  before  I  Marry  without  it. 

SirEdw.  Dear  Ned ,  thou  haft  it  ;  but  what  haft  thou  done  with  the  Alfatians? 

Belf.  Jun .  1  have  the  Rogues  in  Cuftody,  and  my  Brother  too  ;  whom  I  Ref- 
cud  in  the  very  Minute  he  was  going  to  be  Marry  !d  to  a  Whore  ;  to  my  Whore 
who  plagues  me  continually.  I  fee  my  Father  coming,  pray  prepare  him, 
while  I  prepare  my  Brother  for  a  meeting  with  him  ;  he  fhall  not  fee  me.  Exit. 

Enter  Sir  VVillliam  Belfond. 

Sir  Will.  Your  Servant  Brother  :  No  News  of  Ned  yet  ? 

Sir  Edw.  Olv  y^s  ;  he  has  your  Son,  and  the  three  Rogues  in  Cuftody,  and 
will  bring  them  hither  :  Brother,  pray  refolve  not  to  lofe  a  Son  ;  but  ufe  him 
kindly, .and  forgive  him. 

Sir.  Will.  1  will,  Brother.-  And  let  him  fpend  what  he  will,  Til  come  up  to 
London, Feaft  and  Revel,  and  never  take  a  Minutes  care  while  I  breath  again. 

Enter  a  Servant  to  Sir  Edward. 

Servant.  Sir,  a  young  Gentleman  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Sir  Edw.  Bid  him  come  in. 

Enter  Mrs.  Termagant Mans  Cloaths. 

Term .  If  you  be  Sir  Edward  Belfond,  1  cpme  to  tell  you,  what  concernsyour 
Honour,  and  my  Love. 

SirEdw .  I  am  he.  i  .  .  ,  .  i 

Term.  Know  then,  Sir,  I  am  inform’d  your  Brother,  Sir  William  Belfond's 
Son,  is  to  Marry  Ifabella  the  Niece  of  Mr.  Scrape  all. 

Sir  Edw.  What  then  Sir  ? 

Term.  Then  he  invades  my  right,  I  have  been  many  Months  Con  traced  to 
her,  and  as  you  are  a  Man  of  Honour,  I  muft  tell  you,  we  have  fcal’d  that 
Contract  with  Mutual  Enjoyments. 

Sir  Will:  How.1  What  was  my  Son  to  Marry  a  Whore?  I’ll  to  this  Damn’d 
'  Fellow  inftantly,  and  make  him  give  up  my  Articles. 

Sir  Edw.  Have  patience  ;  be  not  too  rath. 

Sir  Will.  Patience  !  What,  to  have  my  Son  Marry  a  Whore. 

Sir  Edw .  Look  you  Brother,  you  muft  ftay  a  moment. 

Enter  Belfond  Junior. 

Sir  Will.  Oh,  Ned,  your  [Brother  has  fcap’d  a  fine  Match  :  This  farhe 
Ifabella  is  iContra&ecJ  to,  and  has  been  Enjoy’d,  by  this  Gentleman,  as  he  calls' 
it  :  He  had  like  to  have  Marry'd  a  Whore. 

Belf.  Jun.  Yes,  that  he  had;  but  I  will  cut  the  Throat  of  him  that  affirms 
that  of  Ifabella. 
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Term.  Sir,  I  demand  the  protection  of  your  Houle. 

Sir  Edw .  Hold,  Son. 

Term.  What  Devil  fent  him  hither  at  this  time  l  aftde. 

Belf  Jun.  HI  bring  them  to  Confront  this  Rogue,  what  a  Devil’s  this  ?  Have 
we  another  Brother  of  that  Devil  Termagant's  here  ?  Exit. 

Sir  Edw .  This  is  a  very  odd  Story. 

Sir  Will..  Let  me  go,Brother ;  ’tis  trueenough.  But  what  makes  Ned  concern'd? 

Sir  Edw.  Let  us  examine  yet  farther. 

Enter  Belfond  Junior,  with  Ifabella,  Terefia,  and  Ruth,  and  Truman. 

Sir  Will.  Look,  here  they  are  all :  How  the  Devil  comes  this  about  ? 

Term .  O  Madam,  are  you  here  /  I  claim  your  Contract,  which  I  fnppofe, 
will  not  offend  you. 

Ifab.  What  means  this  Impudent  Fellow  ?  I  ne’re  faw  his  Face  before. 

Term .  Yes  Madam,  you  have  feen,  and  more  than  feen  me  often  fince  we 
were  Contracted. 

I  fab.  What  Inftrumenc  of  Villany  is  this  ? 

Term.  Nay,  if  you  deny  ;  Friends  come  in. 

Enter  two  Alfatian  Affidavit  Men. 

Friends,  do  you  know  this  Gentlewoman. 

1 .  Wirnefs.  Y es,  (he  is  Mr.  Serapeall's  Niece. 

2.  mtnefs.We  were  bothWitnefies  to  aContraCt  ofMarriage  between  you  two; 

I  fab.  Oh  Impious  Wretches !  What  Confpiracy  is  this ! 

Sir  Will  Can  any  thing  be  more  plain  ?  They  feem  Civil,  Grave,  Subftan- 
tial  Men. 

Belf.  Jun.  Hold,  hold,  have  I  found  ve  ?  ’Tis  Ihe,  it  could  be  no  other  De¬ 
vil  but  her  felf*  He  fulls  off  her  Peruke. 

Sir  Will.  A  W'oman  ' 

Sir  Edw.  Secure  thofe  Witnelfes. 

Belf  Jun.  A  Woman!  No;  She  has  out-finn’d  her  Sexy  and  is  a  Devil.  Oh 
Devil,  moft  compleat  Devil !  This  is  the  Lady  I  have  been  fo  much  of  late  ob¬ 
lig’d  to. 

Ifab.  This  is  Ihe  that  told  us  the  fine  Story  today. 

Teref  I  know  her  Face  again :  Moft  Infamous  Lying  Creature  / 

Term.  I  am  become  defperate  ;  Have  at  thee.  She  fnaps  a  Piftol  at  Bel- 

fond,-  which  only  flaff  es  in  the  Pan ,  the  Ladies  Jhnek. 

Belf.  Jun.  Thank  you  Madam  ;  Are  not  you  a  Devil?  Twasloaden,  ’twas 
well  meant  truly.  Takes  the  Piflolfrcm  her. 

Sir  Edw.  Lay  hold  on  her  :  HI  fend  her  to  a  place  where  Ihe  fhall  be  tam'd, 
3  never  yet  heard  of  fiich  malice. 

Str  Will.  Dear  Ned>  thou  haft  fo  oblig’d  me  ;  thou  melt'fl  my  Heart  :  That 
thou  fhoud’ft  fteal  away  thofe  Ladies,  and  faveme  yooo  l.  Now,  1  hope- Madam, 
my  Son  Tim  fhall  be  your  Husband  without  bargain  and  fale. 

Ifab.  No ;  I  can  affure  you,  Sir,  L  would  never  have  perform’d  that  bargain  of 
my  Unkles  ;  We  had  determin’d  to  difpofe  of  our  fclves  befere  that  ^  and  now 
are  more  refolv’d. 
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Teref.  We  have  broken  Prifon,  by  the  help  of  thefe  Gentlemen,  and  I  think 
we  muft  e’en  take  the  Authors  of  our  Liberty: 

Ifab.  Will  not  that  be  a  little  hard,  Coufin,  to  take  their  Liberty  from  them, 
who  have  given  it  to  us  ? 

Sir  Will .  Well,  I  am  difappointed ;  but  cannot  blame  thee,  Ned.  Truman 
Enter  Belfond  Senior.  goes  faTerefia. 

Sir  Edw.  Your  Son :  Pray  ufehim  kindly. 

Self  Stn.  I  have  been  betray’d,  cheated,  and  abus’d  :  Upon  my  Knees  I  beg 
your  Pardon,  and  never  will  offend  you  more  ;  adad,  I  will  not :  I  thought  they 
had  been  the  honefteft,  the  fineft  Gentlemen  in  England ;  and  it  feems  they  are 
Rogues,  Cheats,  and  Blockheads. 

Sir  Will.  Rile  'Tim,  1  profefs  thou  makeft  me  weep,  thou  haft  fubdu’d  me  ;  I 
forgive  thee,  I  fee  all  human  Care  is  vain,  1  will  allow  thee  y  oo  /.  a  year, .  and 
come,  and  live  with  Eafeand  Pleafure  here:  I’ll  Feaft,  and  Revel,  and  wear  my 
felf  with  Pain  and  Care  no  more. 

Be  If.  Sen.  A  thoufand  Thanks  :  Til  never  difpleafe  you  while  I  live  agen  * 
adad  1  wont.  Here’s  an  Alteration  :  I  ne’re  had  good  word  from  hjm  before. 

Sir  Will.  I  would  have  Marry’d  you  to  that  pretty  Lady  ;  Eut  your  Brother 
has  been  too  hard  for  you. 

Belf*  Sen.  She’s  very  pretty  :  But  ’tisno  matter.  I  am  in  no  fuch  hafte,  but  I 
can  ftay  and  fee  the  World  firft. 

Sir  Edw.  Welcome  dear  Nephew,  to  my  Houfe  and  me  ;  And  now  my  dear 
Son  be  free,  and  before  all  this  Company  let  me  know  all  the  Incumbrances 
you  have  upon  you- 

Belf.  Jun.  That  good  natur’d  Lady  is  the  only  one  that’s  heavy  upon  me,  I 
have  her  Child  in  my  poffeflion,  which  fhe  fays,  is  mine. 

Term.  Has  he  my  Child ;  then  1  am  undone  for  ever  -  -Oh  curs’d  misfortune ! 

Sir  Edw.  Look  you  Madam,  1  will  fettle  an  Annuity  of  lool.  a  year,  upon: 
you  folong  as  you  fhall  not  difturb  my  Son  :  And  for  your  Child,  I’ll  breed  her 
up  and  provide  for  her  like  a  Gentlewoman  :  But  if  you  are  not  quiet  you  fhali 
never  fee  her  more. 

Term.  You  fpeak  like  a  Noble  Gentleman  :  I’ll  ftrive  to  compofe  my  felf.  I 
am  at  laft  fubdu’d,  but  will  not  ftay  to  fee  the  Triumphs — —  Ex.hafiily.. 

Sir  Edw.  Well,  dear  Ned,  doft  owe  any  Money  ? 

Belfjnn.  No,  my  dear  Father,  no:  You  have  been  too  bountiful  for  that  :: 
I  have  five  hundred  Guineas  in  my  Cabinet. 

Sir  Edw.  NowJ^&am,  if  you  pleafe  to  accept  himfor  a  Husband,  1  will  fet¬ 
tle  Fifteen  Hundr&rf'ound  a  Year  on  him  in  prefent,  which  fhall  be  your  Join¬ 
ture.  Befides  that,  your  own  money  fhall  be  laid  out  in  Land  and  fettled  on 
you  too.  And  at  my  Death  the  reft  of  my  Eftate. 

Ifab.  You  do  me  too  much  Honour,  you  much  out-bid  my  Value. 

Belf.  Jun.  You  beft  of  Fathers,  and  of  all  Mankind,  1  throw  my  felf  thus  at 
your  Feet }  let  me  embrace  your  knees,  and  kifs  thole  hands. 

Sir  Edur.  Come  rife,  and  kifs  thefe  hands. 

Belf.  Jun  A  long  farewel  to  all  the  Vanity  and  Lewdnefs  of  Youth  :  I  offer 
my  felt  at  your  feet  as  a  Sacrifice  without  a  blemifh  now:! 
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Ifab.  Rife,  I  befeech'you,  rife. 

Teref  Your  offers,  Sir,  are  better  much  than  I  could  expert  or  can  deferve. 

Tru.  That’s  impoffible:  The  Wealth  of  both  the  Indies  could  not  buy  you 
from  me  I  am  fure. 

Ruth.  Come,  come,  I  have  been  Governed,  I  know  their  minds.  Come  give 
your  hands  where  you  have  given  your  hearts.  Here  Friend  Truman  :  firft 
take  this. 

Teref.  My  Governefs  will  have  it.fb. 

Sir  Edw.  Joy  Sir,  be  ever  with  you  :  Pleafe  to  make  my  Houfe  your  own. 

Ifab.  How  can  I  be  fecure  you  will  not  fall  to  your  old  courfes  agen  ? 

Self  \  Jun.  I  have  been  fofincere  in  my  Canfdfions,  you  may  truft  me;  but 
;  I  call  Heav’n  to  witnefs,  I  will  hereafter  be  entirely  yours.  1  look  on  Marriage 
as  the  moft  folemn  Vow  a  Man  can  make*  and  ’tis  by  confequence,  the  bafeft 
Perjury  to  break  it. 

Ruth .  Come,  come,  I  know  your  mind  too,  take  him,  tal^e  him. 

Ifab.  If  Fate  will  have  it  fo. 

Belf.  Jun.  Let  merecieve  this  bleflingon  my  knees. 

Ijab.  You  are  very  devout  of  late. 

Sir  Edw.  A  thoufand  bleffings  on  you  both.  • 

Sir  Will.  Perpetual  happine/s  attend  you  both. 

Belf.  Sen.  Brother  and  Madam  !  I  with  you  Joy  from  my  heart,  adad  I  do  ; 
Tho’  between  you  and  i  Brother,  I  intend  to  have  my  fwing  at  Whoring,  and 
Drinking,  as  you  had,  before  I  come  to  it  tho. 

Sir  Edw.  Here  !  bring  in  thefe  Rogues  ! 

The  Conftable  brings  in  Cheatly,  Shamwell,  and  Hackum. 

Come  Rafcals,  I  fhall  take  a  care  to  fee  examples  made  of  you. 

Cheat.  We  have  fubftantial  Bail. 

Sir  Edw.  I’ll  fee  it  (hall  be  fubftantial  Bail:  it  is  my  Lord  Chief  Juftices  War¬ 
rant,  returnable  to  none  but  him  :  But  I  will  profecute  you,  I  affurc  you. 

Cheat.  Squire,  dear  Squire. 

Hack .  Good  noble  Squire  (peak  for  us. 

Sham.  Dear  Coufin  / 

Belf.  Sen.  Oh  Rogues!  Coufin,  you  have  Couzen’d  me:  you  made  a  Butt ,  a 
Caravan ,  a  Bubble  of  me  :  I  gave  a  Judgment  for  1600/  and  had  but  25*0,  but 
there’s  fome  Goods  they  talk  of;  but  if  e’re  I  be  catch’d  again  I’ll  be  hang’di 

Sir  Will.  Unconfcionable  Villains  7  The  Chancery  fhall  relieve  us. 

Sir  Edw.  lie  Rout  this  knot  of  moft  pernicious  Knaves,  ^Jfll  the  Priviledge 
of  your  Place.  Was  ever  fuch  impudence  fuffer’d  in  a  Govmiment  ?  Ireland's 
Conquer’d  :  Wales  Subdu’d  :  Scotland  United  :  But  there  are  fbme  few  fpots  of 
Ground  in  London ,  juft  in  the  face  of  the  Government,  unconquer’d  yet,  that 
hold  in  Rebellion  (till.  Methinks  ’tis  ftrange,  that  places  fo  near  the  Kings  Palace 
fliould  be  no  parts  of  his  Dominions :  ’Tis  a  fhame  to  the  Societies  of  the  Law 
to  Countenance  fuch  Prartices  ;  Should  any  place  be  fhut  againft  the  Kings 
Writ  or  Fojfe  Comitatns  l  Take  them  away  and  thofe  two  Witneffes.  , 

The  Con/table  and  Watch  hales  'em  away. 

Belf  Sen.  Away  with  ’em,  Rogues !  Rafcals,  damn’d  Priggs. 

Sir 
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Sir  Eiiv.  Come  Ladies,  1  have  fent  for  fome  Neighbours  to  rejoice  with  us. 
We  have  Fiddles  :  Lets  dance  a  brisk  round  or  two,  and  then  we’ll  make  a 
Collation. 

In  the  Flour  ijh  before  the  Dance  enter  Scrapeall. 

Scrap.  Oh  Sir  William,  I  am  undone  ruin’d  :  the  Birds  are  flown,  Read  the 
Note  they  left  behind  ’em. 

Sir  If  ill  Peace,  they  are  Dancing,they  have  difpos’d  of  themfelves; 

Scrap .  Oh  Seed  of  Serpents  !’  Am  I  cheated  then  ?  I’ll  try  a  Trick  of  Law, 
you  Froggsof  the  bottomlefs  Pit,  I  will  and  inftantly—  What  Dancing  too  ? 
then  they  are  fallen  indeed. 

They  Dance.  Exit  Scrapeall  haftilj* 

Sir  Echi*.  Come  Brother,  now  who  has  been  in  the  right,  you  or  1 1 

Sir  Will  You  have:  Prithee  do  not  triumph. 

j Self,  j fun.  Farewel  for  ever  all  the  Vices  of  the  Age  : 

There  is  no  peace  but  in  a  Virtuous  Life, 

N'or  lafting  Joy  but  in  a  tender  Wife. 

Sir  Edw.  You,  that  would  breed  your  Children  well,  by  Kindnefs  and  Li¬ 
berality  endear  ’em  to  you :  And  teach  ’em  by  Example. 

Seventy  fpoils  ten,  for  one  it  mends :  ^ 

If  you’d  not  have  your  Sons  defire  your  ends,  s 

By  Gentlenefs  and  Bounty  make  thofe  Sons  your  Friends.  * 

Exeunt  Onwes* 


E  p  I  L  o  G  u  E. 

Spoken  bp  Mrs.  Mountfort. 

YE  mighty  fcowrers  of  thefe  narrow  Seas y 
Who  fuffer  not  a  Bark  to  fail  in  peace. 

But  with  your  .Tire  of  Culverins  ye  roar , 

Bring  'em  hy  tU  -Lee,  and  Rumniidge  all  their  flore 
Our  Poet  duck’d,  and  look'd  as.  if  half  dead, 

At  every  Shot  that  whifiled  o’ re  his  Head. 

Frequent  Engagements  ne’re  could  make  him  hold. 

He  frieak'd  into  a  corner  of  the  Hold. 

Since  he  fuhmits,  pray  eafe  him  of  his  fear, 

And  with  a  joynt  Applaufe  lid  him  appear,  > 

Good  Criticks  don’t  infult  and  domineer.  )  ’ 
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He  fears  not  Sparks,  who  with  brisk  drefs  and  meet ; 
Come  not  to  hear  or  fee ,  but  to  be  feen. 

Qach  prunes  Limfelf  and  with  a  languifhing  Eye, 
Defigns  to  kill  a  Lady  by  the  by. 

Let  each  fantafiick  ugly  Beau  and  Shape ,  S 

Little  of  Man ,  and  'very  much  of  Ape±  > 

Admire  himfclf  and  let  the  Poet  fcape.  ) 

Ladies ,  Your  Anger  mofl  he  apprehends ,  T 

And  is  grown  paft  the  Age  of  making  Friends  > 

Of  any  of  the  Sex  whom  he  -offends .  ) 

No  Princefs  frowns,  no  Hero  rants  and  whines , 

Nor  is  weak  Senfe  embroydePd  with  fir  eng  lines  : 

No  Battels ,  Trumpets,  Drums,  not  any  dye ;  f 

No  Mortal  Wounds,  to  pleafe  your  Cruelty ;  5* 

Who  like  not  any  thing  but  Tragedy .  ) 

With  fond,  unnatural  extravagancies, 

■Stolen  from  the  filly  Authors  of  Romances . 

Let  fuch  the  Chamber-maids  diverfion  be. 

Pray  be  you  reconcil'd  to  Comedy . 

For  when  we  make  you^merry,  you  mufi  own 

Tou  aye  much  prettier  than  when  you  frown. 

With  charming  f miles  you  ufe  to  conquer  ft  ill. 

The  melancholly  look's  not  apt  to  kill . 

Our  Poet  begs  you  who  adorn  this  Sphere, 

This  Shining  Circle ,  will  not  be  fevere.  > 

Here  no  Chit  chat,  here  no  Tea  Tables  are.  ) 

The  Cant  he  hopes  will  not  be  long  unknown > 

3 Tis  almofi  grown  the  language  of  the  Town. 

For  Fops ,  who  feel  a  wretched  want  of  Wit, 

Still  fet  up  fomething  that  may  pafs  for  it. 

He  begs  that  you  will  often  grace  his  Play, 

And  lets  you  know  MundayV  his  vifiting  day . 

'  v  T£  -y 
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